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FROM THE WOUV73/B8ZN EDITOR'S DESK: Of Joy and Sorrow... 


{t's been a long year since we last met, a year filled with many joys and sorrows. Instead of 
our customary editorial "soap~box," we'd like to share some of them with you. 


Among the joys was the Incredible opportunity to once again help raise and get to know another 
litter of timber wolf pups. As we told you last year, Boltar ("Super Stud") and Tokata ("Little 
Mother") Timber Wolf had a second IItter of nine (!) on 1 May 1989. Elght of those pups survived 
thelr first year, and four -~ a little female and three of her brothers =~ are stil! tn residence 
at the "wolf farm" fn WisconsIne Two others IIve In Oklahoma with three older siblings, and two 
are In northern Wisconsin, where thelr mother was born. Angellque, the IIttle female known to 
one and al! as Angel, Is a dear, even If she does start all the fights, and tries to pick on her 
poor, long-suffering (and very patient) dade Mom won't put up with her antics, but Boltar... 


Our two-year-olds -- WaterLoo and her brothers Alpha (called Al), Bravo (aka BIII), Frosty, and 
Peter -- continue to grow and thrive. Al and BII| are already nearly as big as their father, and 
are nowhere near fully grown! They all look like mature adults now, rather than IIke the awk- 
ward, gangly adolescents they really ere (and should resemble). They love peppermints, cheese, 
gummy bears, chow mefn noodles, and cheap hot dogs (picture a shark feeding frenzy, then substi- 
tute wolves). As a well-known pro nemed Richard learned last November, Bil! also loves leather 
hatsee. 


Sorry, no new pups this year. The Timber Wolf Preservation Soctety has run out of lupine resi- 
dential space, and can't afford to bulld more pens untI! we've ralsed the money to purchase our 
present site. So we separated our principal breeding pair during peak fertility (we weren't too 
worrled about Tokata's sister NanTan and her "Intended" Akita, who seems more Interested tn his 
brother Gray; can a wolf be "gay"?). Boltar wasn't overly thrilled -- but we suspect Tokata Its 
gratetul for a little time off from motherhood. 


As for sorrows... 


Maxwell, our big eleven-year-old wolf, has been falling for some months now. HIs spine was 
Injured In a fight with five (!) younger wolves several years ago, causing certaln nerves to 
deterforate; now he has no feeling at all In hls back legs. He ts also diabetic, and has heart- 
worm (not, we should point out, necessarily fatal for a wolf, as It Is for dogs). Our resident 
cripple can't walk, but he can still move pretty fast when he wants to (remember those hot 
dogs?); he has a good appetite (yumm! hot dogs!), and a great sense of humour. But he's getting 
weaker, and as the heat of summer approaches... 


We promise you, as Jim Rieder of the Timber Wolf Preservation Society has promised us, that Max 
will not suffer. We all love him too much for that. 


And an even greater sorrowee. 


Many of our friends In fandom at one time or another met Bridget, formally known as Bridget 
Britanny Flake, the OSIRIS Publications "Lunatic In ResIdence" and our little Britanny spaniel 
bitch (yes, you purists, of course we know the American Kennel Club doesn't consider the Britanny 
to be a spaniel any more, but what does the AKC know?). We're deeply saddened to report she died 
last year, at the ripe old age of... 


Well, no one knows exactly. You see, Bridget came to us from a wonderful place called Sav-A-Pet, 
where animals are given homes untI! they are adopted, or kept until they dle of old age; they are 
never "destroyed." One day, not long after our malamute/timber wolf Flicka died of a stroke, we 
pald a visit to Sav-A-Pet, where we met a sweet, lovable, !Ittle brown-and-white loud-mouth with 
big, brown eyes. She looked so lonely and scared... We took her to our vet, who sald, "Congrat- 
ulations, you've found another winner," and told us she was about five, or six, or maybe seven 
years old... 


We had Bridget (well, maybe she had us!) for nearly nine wonderful years. Yes, she was often 
loud (no better doorbell -- or burglar alarm! -- ever existed), and sometimes vulgar (that nose 
went Into places no nose should go), always flaky (after all, she was a Britanny; the terms are 
synonymous), and frequently obnoxious (no, we won't tell you some of the things she ate). But 
she was also gentle, affectionate, Intell Igent... 


Bridget was a trusted friend, a good companion, and more. Like all dogs, she had a knack for 
finding a way Into people's hearts. She died of a stroke, on 15 October 1989. 


Soon, we will pay a visit to our old vet, who takes In homeless walfs and finds them new famI- 
Iles. And If no lost or unwanted dog Is walting for us there, we will go back to Sav-A-Pet -- 
because Bridget, |Ike Flicka before her, taught us a valuable lesson, one we would share with all 
of you, because {t's something everyone should know. Cats ere Independent; they don't need us, 
although we may need them. But dogs are IItke children; they cannot IIve alon people need 
animals as much as dogs need people. 






Bridget, we miss youce. 


Managing Editor 
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"Great Scotts” 


(By Mary Robertson) 


The only fitting description was chaos. Captain Jean-Luc Picard surveyed the normally peaceful 
bridge of the ENTERPRISE with a mixture of astonishment, awe, and -- as his gaze fell on an unfa- 
militar and highly Inappropriate face -- a considerable degree of anger. "What," he bellowed over 
the cacophony of voices, "Is that child doling on my bridge?" 

The starship chose that moment to shake IIke a fevered drunk, causing already frenzied techni- 
clans to redouble their repair efforts, and forcing Lleutenant Worf, the massive KIIngon Chief of 
Security, to offer hIs Captain a steadyIng hand. 

If Picard's bellow had no effect on the techniclans, It certainly had one on everyone else; It 
was answered by a moment of Intense and absolute silence. Then the babble resumed, this time 
with 8 poorly orchestrated chorus of explanation. 

"Well, sire..." 

"You see, sir..." 

“it's Itke this, sir..." 

"Captain, |..." 

“Number One?" Picard glared at his First Officer, and the other voices dled away. 

"Your office, sir?" Commander WIlitam Ryker querled hopetul ly. 

Frowntng, the Captain glanced first at the offending youngster on his bridge -- who returned his 
look with one of sullen defiance -- then at two clvillan visitors standing nervously nearby. 
"Counsellor Trol, tf you would please take charge of our...guests?" 

"Of course, Captain," Deanna Trol replled. 


“Very well. Number One, ready room -~ now." 


“Data, take over," Ryker ordered, doing his best to make a dignified exit. The ship shuddered 
again, and he falled miserably. 


Picard sat silently behind his desk, one eyebrow ralsed expectantly, as the door slid shut behind 
his First Offtcer. 


“Well, sir," Ryker began hesitantly, “the youngster was brought to the bridge for disciplinary 
action..." 


"| see. And since when do bridge officers mete out pun!shment to adolescents?" 


"This Ts an unusual case." The Commander swayed as the ship rocked violently once more. 
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Picard glowered. “What the devil Is wrong with this ship? Can't Engineering...2" 


"They're working on It. That's the problem, sir." He took a deep breath. "Our young friend 
managed to fuse a few circults down In Engineering, and..." 


"He what?" 


“Nothing major, or so Geord! has assured me, sir. The ENTERPRISE Just has a bad case of, uh, 
Indigestion." 


In spite of himself, the Captain's mouth twitched, his anger melting away In the face of his 
First Officer's absurd comparison. "Perhaps hiccups might be a more appropriate analogy," he 
observed, watching the other man grab for the back of a nearby chair. "Sit down before you fall 
down, Will. And kindly tell me what the devil that boy was dolng down In EngIneering." 


"Fleld trip, sir," Ryker answered, gratefully sinking Into a seat. "The children are routinely 
given tours of those parts of the ship relating to..." 


"Yes, yes, | know. Aren't they supervised? How did a twelve-year-old... ?" 

"He's ten, actually.” 

"Hmph. Well, then, how did a ten-year-old gain access to the ship's circultry at all, much less 
for the amount of time fit must have taken to cause such...Indigestion?" He winced as obJjects 
danced across his desk. 

"That's harder to answer. According to his Instructors, this particular youngster Is quite a 
problem -- brililant, an absolute genius with anything mechanical, Intensely curtous, and unfor- 
tunately, often without any consideration for the consequences of hIs actions. They seem to 
think he'll elther set the engineering world on Its ear when he grows up -- or he won't IIve to 
grow up." 

The Captain paled. "Not another Wesley Crusher...?" 

“It seems so, Captain." 

“Heaven help us all..." He brightened suddenly. “Would you like me to talk to him?" 

"If you would, sir. You have an Idea?" 


“Perhaps.e Send the boy In here, then find me Mr. Crusher." 


"You're not..." Ryker stopped, reconsidering. "Then again, maybe It's not such a bad Idea. 
Wesley's young enough, and bright enough, to Invent..." 


*.eeand circumvent..." 
".eealmost anything our latest helllion might come up with." 


"And he can use the supervisory experlence. You might also have a word with Mr. LaForge about 
security, and with the boy's Instructors on the advisability of closer supervision on future 
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ftleld trips." 

"it's already done, sir." 

"Very good. Now, send the boy In. What's his name, anyway?" 
“t'm afraid | didn't ask. Jimmy, | think." 


As he walted, Captain Picard schooled his features to sternness. ‘- HIs relief at the relatively 
trivial nature of the problem must not show. At least the ENTERPRISE wasn't under attack, as he 
had first assumed from his ship's erratic behaviour. But the child definitely did need to be Im- 
pressed with the serlousness of his crime... 


There was a hes!tant knock. "Come." 


A brown-thatched head appeared, followed by a body propelled mostly by gentle prodding from 
Commander Ryker. 


"Over there." Picard polnted to a spot directly In front of his desk, and the boy went to It 
nervously. Silence stretched uncomfortably as the commander of the ENTERPRISE studied his young 
visitor. "Well," he said at last, "so you're the one who tried to destroy my ship. Do you have 
anything to say for yourself?" 


The boy's mouth fell open. "But | dinna try to destroy the ship!" 
"Oh? Just what were you doing, then?" 
"| just wanted to see..." 


"And It didn't occur to you to ask questions Instead of sneaking away and taking things apart -- 
things, | might add, that | am sure you were explicitly told not to touch?" The Captain glanced 
at his First Officer, who nodded affirmatively. 


"But, SIfee a" 
“Wel 1?" 


The boy edged closer, a faint Scottish burr colouring his speech as he tried to explain. "But, 
sir, we're never allowed to touch anything, to see anything. All we're taught Is theory, and you 
need to see how things work to understand..." HIs volce trailed off as Picard's frown deepened. 


"So," the Captain growled, "you don't care much for theory, do you? Well, there are times, young 
man, when theory must come before practical application -- or before experimentation. Suppose 
what you ' Just wanted to see’ Involved our oxygen supply -- or worse, the anti-matter containment 
units. Your ‘seeing’ could easily have meant the death of every person aboard this vessel." 


The boy blanched. He hadn't considered that possibility. 


Picard leaned forward. "Since you have obviously not yet learned to think, | have decided you 
need a baby-sitter. One of my crew will supervise your recreational periods for as long as | 
deem necessary to the safe functioning of this ship.» Is that clear?" 


"Yes, sir." 


"Now, what Is your name?" 


"Scott, sir," came the 


subdued reply. "James Montgomery Scott the Third." 


Scott? The Captain's eyebrows shot up- Oh, mye. "Any relation to.-.?" 


"Yes, sir!" He was Justly proud of the relationship, and It showed. 


"Very well, Mr. Scott. 


A crew member will visit your family this eventng. 


trouble until then. Dismissed." 


"Your Instructors are walting outside," Ryker added. 


Captain and First Off 


Try to stay out of 


Icer watched the retreating back unt!i the door slid closed behind It. 
Picard looked nearly stunned, and sat speechless for a long moment. 


"Number One," he confided at last, awe In every syllable, "we are In very big trouble!" 
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"Mono logue®* 


(By Mary Robertson) 


And so It comes -- the moment | foresaw 
Upon a cliff-face time and time ago. 

{| told them then to hide nerves danger-raw 
That circumstance would have me face HIm so. 


Lord Death Is not my friend; I've fought too hard 
Against his will to make him welcome here. 

Though some might hall his passtoniess regard, 
For such as I, his glance holds only fear. 


I"ve cheated him too often, | would guess, 
To hope for peace or mercy In return. 
Perhaps It's fitting | feel Death's caress 
While sttll the heat of battle makes me burn. 


And now it comes, the end !'ve always known, 
That summons me to dle at last alone. 


"The Big, Bad Wolfe" 


(By Joyce Ashcroft) 


Ten-year-old Matt squinted agalnst the sun at the pony-tailed batter walting for him at the 
plate. Tracey swung the bat with calculation, and she wasn't kidding around, elther; she could 
hit It out of the yard on a regular basis, and he knew [t -- girl or no girl. "I'm gonna put 
this one a hundred miles behind you!" the boy hollered to her. 


"1m gonna send It to Catalina!" she yelled back. 


Matt had already gone Into his wind-up when the sound of a Jet plane flying overhead caught his 
attention and held It. He searched out the form of the jet agalnst the clear sky -- there, just 
@ black silhouette suspended In mid-air. No matter how many times he saw them, they were stil! 
impressive. He watched unt!! It disappeared from view behind the house. 


"Come on, Matt, throw the bali!" Tracey's voice broke Into his daydream, and brought him back to 
the game. 


"Pitch!" he corrected indignantly. 
“Okay, pitch!" the girl mocked. 


He wound up and pitched to her; her first swing was right on the money. She took off from home 
plate as the outfielders scurrled after the fly ball. She rounded first base, and kept golng. 


The young soclal worker on the porch watching the kids play got to her feet and cheered as Tracey 
ran. “Take second!" she called, reaching down to fix the drooping ponytall of one of the younger 
girls. The sound of the Jet had drawn her attention as well, but she'd watched with none of 
Matt's fascination. Every time she saw one of those planes, she was reminded of the fight she 
faced to keep this home, to make sure there would be a place to play baseball not only this year, 
but In the years to come. 


Tracey rounded third base and started for home. One of the boys In the outfield finally got his 
hands on the ball, and threw It towerd home plate. Tracey picked up speed, looking over her 
shoulder to determine whether she had a chance to make It all the way before belng tagged out. 


Not looking where she was going, she ran smack Into the unlformed man without even seelng him. 
She fell to the ground, scraping her elbow, as the ball arrived at home plate and landed In the 
catcher's mitt just ten feet away. 

Aggie Barrows was furlous, and she came off the porch Iike a big league manager about to stri- 
dentiy argue a call. She only came up to the soldier's collarbone, but she pulled herself up to 
her full helght and turned on the mane "You could have hurt her! What the hel! do you think 
you're doling here?" 


“None of you should still be here, Miss Berrows," the corporal told her bluntly. 


“Where else are we supposed to go? This Is the only home these kids know. How can you expect 
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them to just pack up and leave [t?" 

“This broken-down shack? In two weeks, no one'!I! know this place ever stood here. We'll have 
the new barracks up [In a month." That was the plan, anyway. Where the Army was Involved, God 
only knew how long It might actually take to have the new base up and functioning. 


"Is that all you care about?" 


"That's all my orders tell me to care about. And they Include making sure you're all long gone 
before the bulldozers move In. You have until Friday, Miss Barrows. You know that." 


Aggie glared up at the man, then helped Tracey to her feet. “You okay, honey?" 

The gir! nodded sullenly, try!ng not to cry. The pain In her scraped elbow and knees was nothing 
compared to the fact that she'd just lost her home run to this big bully who didn't even belong 
In their yard anyway. "Yeah." 

"Okay, everybody get Inside and clean up for dinner." 

Matt spoke up. "But..." 

"Go on, Matt. Make sure Tracey washes that cut and gets a band-aid on It.” 

Matt took Tracey's hand and started for the house. "I almost made It," the girl sald angrtly, 
casting a longing glance toward home plate -- which was actually the seat from a broken kitchen 
chair. 

"You would have made It," her companion assured her. "We'!! score It anyway. Interference." 


She shook her head adamantly. "We can't do that. It's not tn the rules." 


"The New York Yankees don't have Army guys getting In the way when they run bases. They don't 
need It In thelr rules." 


The group of kids made their way Into the house, leaving Aggle and the soldier alone. Aggie 
waited until all the kids were out of earshot before turning to the man agatn. "Why?" 


“Lady, | don't ask a four-star general ‘why' anything. | Just follow orders. Elther you leave 
the easy way, or we'll have to escort you off these premises." 


"1 don't follow anybody's orders!" She turned on her heel and marched toward the front porch. 
"Friday, Miss Barrows," the corporal reminded her. 

"This Isn't over yet!" she snapped. 

Once the door was firmly closed between her and the outside world, Aggle's tough facade began to 
crack. She leaned heavily against the door and closed her eyes, try!ng to check the tears before 
they could start. A light tug on her pants leg made her look down. Sean, four years old, had 


his big eyes on her. "Don't cry." Sage preschool advice. 


She smiled, and tousled his hair. "I'm okay, Sean, thanks." The other kids were nearby, Ina 
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trightened huddie. "Didn't | ask you all to get cleaned up?" 
“Are we gonna have to leave?" Matt wanted to know. 


"Not If | have anything to say about It. Just go get washed up now, okay? Help the little ones 
reach the sink." 


Matt took Sean's hand, Tracey took the hands of two of the smaller children, and they al! started 
upstairs. Aggle forced a smile for thelr benefit, but once they were out of sight, she allowed 
her face to fall and looked around at the peeling paint and worn furniture of the entryway. Then 
she looked after the kids. They were In hot water this time. 


it always had been too much for her, really, all by herself with fourteen little ones. The house 
was a wreck; It was probably technically unsafe, and the kids might well be better off In a 
regular children's shelter in Los Angeles. 


But she loved them. That was, when you got right down to It, the only thing that kept her from 
letting the damned Army have the drafty old place. She simply couldn't stand the thought of 
breaking up what she had come to think of as her extended family. She had to fight It -- fight 
until nothing was standing anymore. She was a Barrows, and that was what she had to do. 


In the upstairs bathroom, Matt washed Sean's face while Tracey helped a younger girl reach the 


sink to wash her hands. While the youngster dried them, Tracey Inspected the cuts on her elbow 
and knees. 


“Aggie sald to get a band-aid," Matt reminded her. 
"| don't need one." 
“Do you think we'll have to leave here?" 


“!] don't know." Tracey lifted the small girl off the step-stool, and Matt dried Sean's face. "| 
wish we could find somebody who could help us." 
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B.A. Baracus was many things to many people. To kids, he was a big brother. 8.A.'s Idea of a 
great day was to shoot a few baskets with the neighbourhood crowd; at the moment, he was having a 
great day. He passed the ball to one of the boys, who caught It and ran toward the net, drib- 
bling like one of the Lakers. He stopped and shot for the hoop. The bal! salled over the heads 
of the opposing team; the polInt was made. The winning team cheered, and the losers congratulated 
the winners. 


"That's the way to be, little brothers," B.A. said approvingly. "Nobody Ifkes a bad sport. This 
way, everybody's a winner." He caught sight of Tracey, who was standing alone on the sidelines. 
“Hey, Tracey, get over here. We're gonna put you on McAllister's team so they can win one." 

She went toward him, unsmilting. "HI, BeAe™ 


“Hey, what's the problem?" The big man crouched down to be at her eye level. 


“Big problem, BAe Real big.” 
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"Well, tell me about It. Maybe | can help." 
She shook her head slowly. "I don't think so. 1 don't know If anyone can." 
He smiled, and took her hand. “You'd be surprised. Why don't you give me a try?" 
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Later that afternoon, two others joined B.A. and Tracey on the court -- Colonel John “Hannibal" 
Smith and Lieutenant Templeton "“Faceman" Peck. Together, the three men were three-quarters of 
the Infamous A-Team -- quite possibly all the help anyone could ever need. B.A. had summoned 
Hannibal and Face -- not an unheard-of situation, since the team would often congregate for the 
benefit of one of Its members. But this was the first time the alarm had gone out for an eleven- 
year-old girl. Okay, size wasn't everything -- but It was something. 


"So the Army's taken to knocking down old bulldings when they need a little elbow room, Is that 
1t?" Hannibal puffed on one of his trademark cigars, directing the question to B.A. 


"From the sound of the place, | kind of doubt many people would miss It," Face remarked. 
"The kids would miss It, mane It's the only home most of ‘em can remember." 

Hannibal nodded. "This Aggle Barrows, she's the one In charge?" 

"Aggle takes care of us," Tracey replied. 


"A rundown old bullding with one soctal worker In charge?" Face asked. "The Army must have made 
provisions for relocating the kids." 


"But we want to stay together," the gir! sald firmly. "And nobody wants fourteen kIds." 
“| see her point," Hannibal was forced to agree. 


"We thought, maybe If we could fix up the house, they might decide not to tear It down," the girl 
went on. "But It's so much work, and Aggle can't afford to hire anybody to do It." 


“We gotta do somethin', Hannibal," B.A. Insisted. "We can't let the Army run this lady and these 
kids outta their home." 


"You're suggesting we rebulld thelr house?" The second the words were out of his mouth, Face re- 
gretted them. The answer was all too obvious, even before B.A. nodded. "Oh, terrific! We might 
want to hang out a sign -- ‘A-Team Construction Company, Plumbing and Wiring Our Speclallty'." 
"You surprise me, Face," Hannibal remarked. "1! thought you, of al! people..." 

"Don't get started, Colonel." 


“Started? Me?" 


“That's right -- and don't do It! | know exactly what you're thinking." 
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"You do?" 


"Yeah, you're thinking that I'm an easy sale on this job because I know what It's IIke to grow up 
In an orphanage." 


“What ds It Itke2" 

Too late, Face realized he'd played right Into Hannibal's trap. His childhood was something he 
thought about as little as possible; but sometimes, Just the right sequence of events or the 
right phrase or some other memory took him back In time, usually when he didn't really want to 
go, and he found himself thinking about It In spite of himself. 

Talking about It was out of the question. "All right, all right," he mumbled. 


B.A. smiled at Tracey. "It's gonna be all right, kids You got all the help you need right 
here." 


She beamed at the three men. “Thanks, B.A. Aggle's gonna be so surprised!" 

Face nodded. "Probably." 

“Let's go get Murdock and Introduce ourselves to Miss Barrows," Hannibal suggested. 
That took the smile off B.A.'s face. "Oh, mane." 


"Now, BeA., Murdock performs a vital function In the workings of this team. Without Murdock, 
we'd be cooking without seasonings, colouring without crayons..." 


"Salling the TITANIC without icebergs," Face suggested. 
Hannibal grinned around his clgar. "Exactly!" 
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{in the compound generally known as the Los Angeles Veterans’ Hospital, one patient generally 
Known as Captain “Howling Mad" Murdock sat by himself under a tree, reading a worn paperback 
book, his right hand gently moving back and forth about sIx Inches above the ground. If there 
had been a smal! dog there, his hand would have been petting It. There was no dog. 
Untortunately, Murdock saw one anyway. 

A sudden harsh whisper from the cover of a nearby rhododendron startled him. “Murdock!" 

He fooked up briefly. Seeing nothing, he returned to hIs book and hIs vapourous dog. 


The voice spoke again, a IIittie louder. “Murdock!" 


He looked eround againe He still saw no one, but before he could return to his book, the rhodo- 
dendron shook slightly. 


Murdock reached out curlously and touched a branch. HIs hand was slapped, and he pulled back 
sharply. “Will you watch your hands?" 
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The voice belonged to Face, then, no question about It -- particularly when he appeared out of 
the bush, plucking burrs from hls sportcoat. "Oscar de la Renta meets Euell Gibbons..." he 
grumbled. 


Murdock burst out laughing, and Face shushed him quickly. "You want to keep It down? In case 
you've forgotten, they're not supposed to know |'m here." 


“Man, you better be careful. Some crazy vegetartan's gonna stick you In the Culsinart and make a 
high-protein drink outta you." 


"Very funnye Now, If you're finished, would you care to accompany me to the van?" 


Murdock turned Indignant eyes on Face and stroked his InvisIble companlton more rapidly. "You 
would presume to Invite Little Orphan Murdock along without [Including his trusty sIdekick and 
constant companion? I'm surprised at you, Face. Now, ask Sandy If he still feels Itke comin’ 
along after you've slighted him this way." 


Face cast his eyes skyward. "B.A., you're really gonna hate this one." 


Murdock scooped up his Imaginary dog and let the other man lead the way. But before following, 
he made “eye contact" with his "animal." "Leaptin' I!zards!" he emoted. Then he smiled, satis- 
tiled with the way the new personality was working out, and went after Face. 
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The orphanage was about what the team had expected -- a rundown old bullding with a rundown old 
yard. The only thing that wasn't rundown, Face was glad to notice, was Aggle Barrows. Even the 
way she was, firm and InsIistent and, yes, angry as hell, he found her very attractive, and he had 
a hard time keeping that attraction under control. 


"I'm sorry, Mr. Smith, but | can't accept It," she was saying, her arms folded and her mind 
apparently made up beyond any hope of persuaslon. 


Matt, Tracey, and some of the other kids peeked Into the living room from their hiding spot 
around the corner in the kitchen. Things -- which had been looking up -- were now looking down. 
Aggie didn't seem Inclined to accept the help the four men offered, and the kids couldn't Imagine 
why not. 


“| appreciate your point, Miss Barrows," Hannibal sald. "But, according to Tracey, you and the 
children are about to be evicted from this house and split up to different homes. We think we 
can prevent that." 

She shook her head. "I Know who you are. You've all been on the run from the Army for years. 
It Just Isn't right to have you here. I have to think about the children. If the military found 
you here, we'd all be In trouble." 


"Oh, but that's half the fun," Face tntormed her, In an attempt to take the chil! off. 


It didn't work. "I think you'd better go," she told them. "I'm sorry Tracey Involved you In 
this." 
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“What chance do you have of keeping, the kids together?" Hannibal asked. 
*} don't know. But that's my responsibility." 
The Colonel nodded, and got to his feet. "{! understand. Sorry we couldn't help out." 


Tracey couldn't keep quiet any longer. She ran Into the room, followed closely by Matt and some 
of the other kids. She went stralght to B.A. "You can't go!" 


"We gotta go by the rules, honey," the big man explained. “In this house, Aggle makes the 
rules." 


“But we need your help!" 


Aggie put an erm around her shoulders. "i'm sorry Tracey, but we can't accept thelr help. We 
have to do this for ourselves." 


"Well, we certainly wish you luck," Hannibal! told her. 
“And we'll certainly need ft. Thank you for coming, Mr. Smith. I'm sorry It didn't work out." 


The Colonel went to the door, the other men on his heels. Aggle let them out, then stood at a 
window with Tracey and watched them get Into thelr van and drive away. 


“But why?" 


There was no good answer to Tracey's question. An eleven-year-old couldn't be expected to 
understand the subtleties of the situation; all the child knew was that B.A. was her friend, and 
Aggte didn't want to discourage that friendship. She herself had no doubt they were good people 
-- but she didn't want to have to explain to Tracey that her friend B.A. had been on the run from 
the United States Army sInce before the girl was born. "I really can't explain It. I'm sorry. 
You just have to trust me." 


As the van pulled away, Murdock's attention was on the stl li-Invistble Sandy; Face's attention 
was on the very-visible Aggle Barrows. "She sure doesn't look IIke somebody named Aggle," he 


mused to himself. 


"She's a good lady," BeA- sald. "She's just doin' what she gotta do. Man, | hope things turn 
out okay for them." 


Murdock had discovered an absorbing way to spend the drive time -- teaching Sandy to do a trick. 
"Come on, boy, roll over!" he prompted. "That's It -- roll over!" 


“Murdock, you got another of your Invisible animals In my van?" B.A. roared. 

"Do you see any Invisible animals In your van?" the Captain countered. 

The big man took a quick look over his shoulder, and even appeared satisfied for a couple of 
seconds. Then he realized with a red rush of anger that Murdock had done It to him again. 


Furlous, he turned back to the road, fingers clenched on the steering wheel. "I'm warnin' you, 
Murdock!" he sald gruffly. 


* 16 * 


Face raised a tentative hand. "Oh, B.A., | forgot to tell youe He's Little Orphan Murdock, and 
he’s got his dog Sandy with him." 


Murdock finally succeeded tn getting Sandy to roll over as bidden. "“Leapin' I[Izards!" he ex- 
claimed jubilantly. 


"('m gonna leap all over your face If you don't shut up!" B.A. bel lowed. 


Murdock clutched Sandy protectively against hls Jacket and sat back quietly In his seat. Face 
shook his head. "It's gonna be one of those real long days..." 
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After lunch, Aggte and the ch!ildren congregated on the front porch with e hammer and a can of 
nalls == an almost ridiculous gesture, considering the general condition of the bullding; but 
Aggle knew full well that If you didn't decide on a spot to begin something, you never did get It 
finished. She pounded one of the nalls Into the top step as Sean held out another. "Here, 
Aggle." 


“Thanks, partner." She took the next nail, and began to pound it Into the rickety step. 

She and the kids were too Intent on the Job at hand to notice the car that pulled up In the 
driveway; but had she seen the occupants, she would have recognized them easIly- Tony Wolfe was 
In the lead -- the circumference of his muscular shoulders was approximately equal to his 1.Q., 
and his two companions were similarly equipped. 

When Aggle did look up to see them heading across the lawn toward them, she hurrledly motioned 
the kids to go back Inside. With some hesitation, they all complled except Matt, who stood 


beside her as the newcomers approached. 


Wolfe looked at the nail Aggle had pounded halfway In. Before she could finish the Job, he 
kicked It with the steel toe of his boot, bending It so badly as to render It useless. 


Aggle glared at him, her eyes full of anger. "If you think that's gofng to stop me, you've got 
another thought coming." 


"It you think that's all we're prepared to do to stop you, so do you." 

MLooke ee” 

"No, you look. The Army hired me to level this place, lady, and that's exactly what I'm gonna 
do. 1 don't care how many nalls you drive Into these steps. This house has been condemned, and 
t'm gonna do my job. My advice to you Is to get these kids and get out of here -- before some- 
body gets hurt." 

The Implication In his last words wasn't lost on Aggie. "Your threats don't scere me, Wolfe." 
"They should." He kicked the can of nalls off the porch. 


Matt stepped forward angrily. "You stop that right now!" 


The man on Wolfe's right, Dan, polnted an amused finger at the boy. "Get a load of the midget." 


#47 * 


Matt grabbed the hammer out of Aggle's hand and hit Dan In the ankle with [t; even through hls 
heavy boots, the man felt It. He reached for the boy, and when Aggle Intervened before he could 
grab him, he held onto her Instead, and shook her roughly. "You oughta teach these kids not to 
do stupid things." 


"J would have done It myself," she snapped. 


The man slapped her face; she flinched, but didn't cry out. She stared at him defiantly, and he 
raised his hand agaln. 


Wolfe stepped [ne "That's enough." He removed Dan's hand from Aggle, who backed up toward the 
front door, her hand firmly on Matt's shoulder. “We'll be back. And when we get here, you'd 
better be gone. You got till tomorrow. Then you find out how rough we can play." 


He motioned for his companions to follow him, and the three of them got back Into thelr car and 
drove off. 


"Come on, let's go Inside," Aggle sald softly. 


From an upstairs bedroom window, Tracey had seen the whole thing. It had been hard to sIt and 
watch, but something told her that betng a witness might be Important later on. She knew how 
Important It was to tell somebody about what had just gone on, and she knew just the person to 
tell. 


That night, while the rest of the children were asleep, she crept out of bed and pulled on her 
sneakers. She ralsed the window and climbed out, reaching with the confidence of a child who 
doesn't recognize the danger; she grabbed a branch and swung herself onto the tree IImb. She 
moved with a precision that showed this wasn't the first time she'd made such an exit, climbing 
all the way down the tree before jumping to the ground from a low branch. Once on the lawn, she 
took off as fast as she could, running by the IIight of the moon across the cluttered grass, past 
the sign that read, "Future Site of Harris Air Force Base." 
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Aggle was surprised to find the A-Team at her front door again the next day, and even more 
surprised to find out about Tracey's nocturnal! walk, which she promised the gir! they'd discuss 
In more detail! later on. But she was In a slightly different frame of mind than on the previous 
day -- the brulse on her face where Dan had hit her was still swollen, In sp!Ite of the Ice she'd 
used -- and she wasn't altogether sorry to see them againe "I guess | underestimated them," she 
admitted quietly; talking hurt more than she wanted to admit. “They've never been violent 
before." 


"Could be they just realized you were more determined to stay here than they thought," Hannibal 
theorlzed. “They noticed you were trying to flx the place up, and It set them off." 


“| got the top step fixed, Mr. Smith. The rest of the stairs sttl! lean west, and the roof stil! 
leans east." 


Face arrived from the kitchen with some more Ice cubes wrapped In a kitchen towel, and put the 


bundle Into Aggle's hand. When she looked at him quizzically, he gestured to her cheek. She 
acqulesced, and held the Ice pack against the brulse. 
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The Lieutenant smiled at her. Even when he was at work, he was at work. "It's not Ike the Army 
to use that kind of pressure. {'m no blg fan of the military In general, but they don't normally 
go around hitting defenseless social workers." , 


"They're private contractors. They've got a lucrative deal with the Army, and they want to keep 
it. Wolfe's not goIng to let anybody stop him." 


"Well, we usually don't go In heavily for construction work -- but we usually don't let slime- 
balls IIke Wolfe slap around pretty ladies, elther." 


Aggle thought for a moment. “If you're still willing to help us..." 
"We're here," Hannibal told her. 


"In that case, gentlemen..." She managed a smal! smile In spite of the palin. %..emake your- 
selves at home." 


At home... Face once again found himself experlencing one of those moments he'd really rather 
not. The house wasn't so very different from the one In which he'd grown up, when you stopped to 
think about It. There'd never been enough money there, elther, and although It had been run by 
the Church and had never been In danger of getting flattened for the benefit of a new alrport, a 
lot of the feeling of the place was the same. It was sort ofe.. 


He pulled himself out of his reverie to find Aggie looking at him with curlosity and some under- 
standing tn her eyes- He realized he'd been qulet too long, and quickly tried to pretend there 
was nothing out of the ordinary. It almost worked, too -- but the woman was sharper than that, 
and he knew he hadn't totally fogged her. "Sorry..." he sald quickly, pulling himself back 
‘together. 


B.A. drew some of the unwanted attention from him. “That guy better not try anything again. He 
don't wanna find out what we do to fools who hit ladles." 


Murdock nodded eagerly. “Sandy and | are right behind you, B.A." 

The big man scowled at him as he nodded for good measure and took a doggle treat out of his 
jacket pocket. He held it out, and took several Jabs at empty alr In an effort to find Sandy's 
mouth -- much to the delight of the younger kids, who had taken no time at all to fatch onto the 
concept of an Invisible dog; they were having a great time with the game. 

B.A. grabbed the dog bliscult and shoved It Into Murdock's mouth. "Be quiet, fool." The Captatn 
glowered briefly, then discovered much to his surprise that dog bIiscults didn't taste all that 
bad. 


"Miss Barrows, you Just hired the A-Team," Hannibal announced. 


Aggie nodded halfheartedly. “Now, the only problem fs that | don't know how we're going to pay 
youe Most of what we've managed to save, we've used toward fixing the house." 


"This job Is personal," the Colonel assured her. “Taking things away from the Army Is a hobby of 
ours, you might say." 
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“In other words," Face clarified, "you've just borrowed the A-Team." 

"Thank you." 

"Don't thank us yet. You haven't even seen us pound a nall." 

"Oh, you fook pretty capable to me." 

Their eyes met, and they shared a smile. Not much of a score for Face, not measured the usual 
way, but he felt remarkably good about It. Hannibal Interrupted the moment. "And If our pro- 
curement officer would be so kind as to sharpen hls pencil, I°11 give him a Itst of the material 
we'll need to get started." 

Face hurrledly drew a penc!| and small notebook from his coat pocket. "Shoot." 

“Where are you going to get all this stuff?" Aggle querled. "It costs money, you know." 

“What's the name of the guy who showed up here and roughed you up?" Hannibal asked. 


"Anthony Wolfe, but..." 


Face made a note of the name. "Do you happen to have hIs address? Well, never mind, we'll tet 
our fingers do the walking." 


"Are you out of your minds? You can't just walk In there and..." 

Hannibal grinned. "Of course we can. We'll! need lumber, drilis, drlll bitsec." 

Face made the appropriate notes. "Any particular size?" 

“A nice assortment." 

“You guys are too much," Aggle sald. 

“We do our best. A power saw, some standard plpe fittings..." 

Face took It all down, keeping one eye on Aggle. She returned the look with one of her own. 


Murdock and B.A. exchanged a look of their own, a wordless one, accompanied by the slow shaking 
of their heads. 
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The Wolfe Construction Company sat on some prime Los Angeles real estate near downtown. The 
proprietor, Anthony Wolfe, was tn the midst of a conference with two of his most trusted "vice 
presidents," Dan and Calvin. It seemed many of these recent conferences had broken up with 
extreme dissatisfaction on all sides. It also seemed they were headed for another one of those 
situations. "I! hope | won't have to go out there agaln myself," Wolfe sald sharply. "“!t hope 
I*tl be able to count on the two of you to get this done right for me." 


"She's actually tryin' to fIx up that eyesore." Dan's scornful attitude was pertially attribut- 
able to the paln In his ankle, where It had been rudely Introduced to Matt's hammer. 
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“Man, she shouldn't even be here. She and those kids should have been history as of two days 
ago!" 


"We warned her, we threatened her." 


"A military contract means a lot of money, Calvin! You gonna let a girl and a bunch of little 
kids stop you? She don't budge, you get tough with her, you read me?" 


"Yeah." 

Wolfe turned to Dane "You got that, too?" 

"Yeah, right, right. Don't worry about it." 

"| worry. 1! worry when you guys can't even get Mary Pickford and two dozen brats out of your 
waye Makes me think | made a mistake hiring youe And It's gonna make the Army wonder [f they 
made a mistake with me." 


“We'|}] take care of It." 


"You'd better. |! told the colonel that buliding was aS good as down. I'd hate to have to tell 
him you screwed up." 


He stared both men down, getting Calvin to look away without too much trouble. Dan was only 
marginally more self-confident. Just then, the door to the Inner office opened, and Face entered 
-- decked out In full Army regalla. He offered a crisp salute to Wolfe and his compantons. 


"Who are you?" Wolfe demanded. “And how the hel! did you get In here?" 


"Lteutenant Harrison Crandall," Face replied -- straight-faced. He paused to glve them the full 
effect. "Mr. Anthony Wolfe?" 


He stepped forward. “Yeah, that's me. What can | do for you?" 


Face suddenly adopted his best panicked expression. He'd practiced It on the way over. "You 
mean it's not ready?" 


“What's not ready?" 
The Lleutenant's composure shattered completely; they could almost hear It hit the floor. "Oh, 
no! Tell me you're kidding! Right? Tell me you're... Oh, you don't understand, fella! I'm 


the one who's gonna have to answer for this If It's not done In time! Come on!" 


Wolfe wasn't used to having complete strangers walk In and have nervous breakdowns In his office; 
It began to Irritate him a little. "1 don't know what you're taiking about." 


"Are you trying to get me thrown In the stockade? Don't pretend you didn't know you had to have 
the stuff ready by noon!" 


"What stuff?" 


"The first load of buliding supplies that was supposed to go over to the site of the new airfield 
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this morning! Oh, man, the general's supposed to have his picture taken with the mayor at the 
ground-breaking ceremony at two o'clock! He's walting In the car! What am | supposed to tel! 
him?" 

"Nobody told me about no ground=breaking," Wolfe Insisted. 

"Oh, sure, easy for you to say. You're not staring ten years In Leavenworth In the face! You 
gotta help me out! We gotta get those supplies together so | can get them over to the site and 


the general can have his picture taken... He just hates to be kept walting!" 


Calvin turned to Wolfe as Face continued to come apart. "How can they have a ground-breaking 
when we ain't even knocked the old bullding down yet?" 


That did it. Face clutched at his chest and gasped In horror. "Oh, no!" 


Wolfe hushed Calvin with a glance. “Lieutenant, uh, nobody told us anyth!ng about a ceremony 
this afternoon." 


He was cut off when Murdock appeared In the doorway, In the garb of an Army general. It was one 
of his better poses. He brought with him a riding crop and a steely-eyed glare worthy of a drill 
sergeant. Face sprang to attention. “General Leighton, sir!" 

Murdock curied hIs lfp. "I'm walting, Lieutenant." He returned the salute. 

"Yes, sir, l, uheoe" 

"| don't IIke to be kept waiting, Lieutenant." 


"No, stir, ube." 


Murdock strutted over to Wolfe and narrowed his eyes. "Am | to assume that the reason | am kept 
walting Is that Mr. Wolfe does not have our materials ready?" 


Wolfe figured he'd better jump In -- fast. "General, | was never notified that..." 

"| see." 

The contractor relaxed visibly, and leaned against his desk. "You see, we..." 

The riding crop lashed out agalnst the edge of the desk, narrowly missing Wolfe's fingers; the 
man pulled back sharply. Murdock ralsed his volce a few decibels to begin hIs tirade. “You were 
never notified? You require an engraved invitation to have my matertals ready?" 

“S..sir," Wolfe stammered, "we..." 

"This Is a very poor excuse for a business!" 

"I'm sorry, General, but..." 

Murdock continued his monologue In a slightly more subdued tone. "It wasn't always like this. 


tn the old days, al! a general had to do was mention a court martial, and the supp!ters always 
had everything In plenty of time. All right, so a Phillips screwdriver cost fourteen hundred 
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dollars, but at least things got done. Today, you pay a dollar for the screwdriver, but you lose 
sIx million tn overtime and unlon dues- I told them not to go to outside suppilers. | told 
them... Did they listen? Where Is the Justice? Where Is the honour? Where Is the patriotism?" 
He slammed the riding crop against the desk again, and Jacked up his own volume. "Where.Is my 
lumber?" 


Wolfe turned quickly to Calvin. “Get out back, and make sure the general gets everything he 
needs -- on the double." 


"Yeah," Calvin nodded. "Yeah, you got It." 


He fumbled a salute to Murdock, who returned It with a contemptuous glare, and exited the back 
door Into the lumber yard. "We'll have It for you right away, General," Wolfe assured him. 


The "general" fgnored him and turned to Face, giving him a look that faded his self-satisfied 
smile Immediately. "I'd have you peeling potatoes for the rest of your commission If you weren't 
married to my sister." 

Face ralsed his eyebrows -- this wasn't In the script. "Yes, sir." 

Dtsgusted, Murdock turned away. 

The scam worked /Ike a charm, even the ad-Iibbed parts. Face opened the car door for Murdock, 
who got Into the back seat; then the Lieutenant got In front and started the car. As soon as It 


was In drive, he glanced back over his shoulder. "Married to your sister?" 


“How else was | gonna explain a blg-shot general havin' such a flaky alde? We don’t grow on 
trees, you know." He buffed the Insignia on his unt form. 


"Grow on them, no." 

Murdock raised a suspicious eyebrow as Face pulled the car out of the parking lot. The Lieuten- 
ant grinned. "By the time we get back to Agglie's, I'd be willing to bet there'l| be some goodles 
walting for us...'General'." 

He was absolutely right. When they pulled Into Aggie'’s rutted driveway, the first thing they 
noticed was the truck In front of the house, loaded with lumber and crates of equipment bearing 
the name of the Wolfe Construction Company. 

As soon as Face stopped the car, Murdock scrambled over the seat and ex!ited tn typical fashion 
through the front passenger door. The Lieutenant followed at a more sedate pace to where 


Hannibal was making a cursory Inspection of the truck's contents. 


"Congratulations, guys," he greeted the two "officers." "This arrived about fifteen minutes 
ago." 


“Don't thank me," Face told him, gesturing to Murdock. "Thank Patton over there. So now what, 
Colonel? Does that gleam In your eye that [{ don't IIke mean that we have to...2" 


"That's right. We have to use 'em." 


The Lteutenant looked down at his neatly pressed slacks and winced. "| don't suppose there are 
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any openings for foremen, are there?" 


Aggie ran up to them and hugged Face -~ a very pleasant surprise that made whet they had just 
been through entirely worth It. "You did It!" she bubbled. "I can't belleve you did It! How 
did you get Wolfe to just hand all this stuff over to you?" 


The con man assumed an alr of nonchalance. "I have a certain flair for persuasion, that's ali." 


Hannibal nodded. "That's right. And now, Face, It's time for you to develop your talents In a 
more concrete area." 


From the back of the truck, B.A. tossed a bag of cement that landed at the Lieutenant's feet. 
Face regarded It as though It might be dangerous. "But I've never.ee I don't know howeee"™ he 
stammered. 


Murdock smirked. "Read the bag, Flair." 


Face rolled up his sleeves and turned the bag over. "But..." When he looked up to see Aggie 
Still watching him, he managed to smile at her and appear to be getting Into the hard work. As 
soon as she glanced away, however, he lost his stiff upper IIp, and his shoulders slumped In 
despatr. 


Nobody could complain that they didn't have enough hands to do the Job. The kids were all eager 
and willing to help, and found ways to make themselves useful -- holding cans of nalls, sweeping 
up wood shavings, carrying tool boxes. The four men worked all over the house, making necessary 
repairs Inside and out, only occaslonally making any kind of mistake. 


Usually, such mistakes Involved Face not paying attention to what he was doing -- such as belng 
so Intent on putting on the macho act for Aggle that he didn't notice he was rehanging the living 
room door on Murdock's fingers. But such episodes were thankfully few and far between. Spirits 
were high, and It began to look IIke they might actually be able to pul! It off. 
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Spirits were not so high at Wolfe Construction. Dan and Calvin had been very Interested In the 
goings-on at the old house, and had pald a lot of clandestine attention to the progress the team 
was makings Unfortunately, once they found out about It, they had to report It. That was the 
tough part. 


Wolfe had been enraged before, but this latest news Just about put him over the declibe! tevel set 
by Murdock as The Angry General. "She what?" 


"Seeesh@see” Calvin stammered to a halt, and tried again. "It looks IIke she's havin’ the old 
place fixed up. There's new paint outside, and the broken glass ts all fixed..." 


"Calvin, It don't sound too much IIke you're describing a condemned bullding to mee You guys 
were supposed to have them out of there by now!" 


"She's got some guys helpIn' her.” 


"| don't care If she's got the Pittsburgh Steelers helpin' her! | want that place torn down! 
And | don't care how you do it. Just get It done!" 
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"But..." 

"You heard me. Get It done!" 
"Yeah," Dan nodded» "Sure." 
"Tonight!" 
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BeAe and Murdock carried a two=by-four through the front door while Aggie held It open for them. 
As she let It close, she looked down the long driveway. 


A cer approached, and as It drew closer, she could see the Insignia on the door -- a military 
vehicle. She glanced furtively toward the house, but the car was too close; there was no time to 
warn the team without the occupants of the vehicle becoming suspicious. 

Colonel Decker and Captain Crane got out of the sedan and approached the porch. They took some 
cursory looks at the marked Improvements on the house's exterlor before heading toward Aggle. 
Decker touched the brim of hfs cap cordially, but the woman offered him only a cold, stlent 
stare. 

“Miss Barrows, I'm Colonel Decker." 

"Colonel." 

"Seems as though you've done some work on the old place since a few days ago." 

"And If we have?" 

"You've been told you have to leave." 

"This ts my home." 

"This Is government property." 

"It's my home, and | Intend to stay. And | Intend to Insist." 


“We're prepared to InsIst as well." 


Aggie bristled. "With what, your tanks and machine guns? Don't you think the Army's had enough 
bad press without your using fire-power to frighten off fourteen scared chi !dren?" 


Negotlation had once been Decker's long sult, In battie days -- but he was totally unprepared to 
negotiate with a young woman In shorts over a house whose ownership was, to him, utterly undebat- 


able. “With your permission, then," he said, "I would IIke to Inspect the prem!ses." 


She gestured toward the grounds -- no kids In stght and, what was more Important, no A-Team. "Be 
my guest." 


The Colonel, however, had his own Ideas, and started Into the house. Aggle started to step In 
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front of him, but he moved past her and went Inside. Captain Crane followed him Into the foyer, 
with Agglte tralling helplessly behind them, frantically looking eround for any sign of the 
fugitives. 


The wallpaper had been redone, the holes In the plaster patched, the broken glass In the front 
windows replaced. Decker tested the fresh paint on the door frame and found It still tacky. 
"Quite a job you've done In so short a time," he remarked. 


"| take vitamins." 


The sound of sawing came from the IIving room, and the Colonel turned toward it. Aggie tensed 
visibly and followed him, hoping against hope that what she feared they would find wasn't actu- 
ally there. 


Hannibal Smith, unrecognizable in the heavily made-up guise of an old man, sawed away at the 
two-by-four lyIng across two saw-horses. His motions were the slow, awkward ones of an aged 
carpenter; as always, he was precisely In character. 


When Aggle and the two military men entered the room, he straightened slowly and met Decker's 
gaze head-on. The socla! worker rushed In Just behInd Crane, unable to see Hannibal from where 
she stood. "I can explain everything," she began, then broke off when she noticed the disgulse. 
Unsure how to proceed, she stopped talking altogether and stood In silence. 


"Of course you can, Agnes," the “old man" finished for her, his voice thick with a back-country 
accent. "Now, you mind tellin' me who these two gentlemen are? If they're friends of yours, you 
just show ‘em out back and give ‘em some hammers. I1'1! be ready to get this support up In two 
shakes." 


The Idea did not appeal to Decker at all. But before he could decline the Invitation to pitch 
In, Hanntbal stepped forward past the tongue-tied Aggle and offered his hand. "Nice girl, my 
Agnes, but a bit short on formalities. Name's Barrows." He withdrew his hand when the Colonel 
only stared at it. 


"Mr. Barrows, are you aware that this property has been condemned?" 


“Well, now, It sure don't seem all that bad to me. Give me a little time, a little good, old- 
tashloned elbow grease, and I'II have the place shIip-shape In no time." This fs fun! 


Decker tried another angle. "This property belongs to the United States Army, and Miss Agnes 
Barrows has been served duly notarized papers to evacuate these premises as of 0800 hours tomor- 
row. Fallure to comply with these orders will result In prosecution In Federal! Court." 


Hannibal nudged Aggle gently; when she turned numbly to look et him, he winked reassuringly. "l 
got It now -- that old DRAGNET show. Fella here reminds me of that Joe Sunday." 


"You don't seem to understand the s!tuation, Mr. Barrows," Decker went on. "If you do not leave 
these premises by elght o'clock tomorrow morning, you will be held In contempt of the United 
States Army." 


The leader of the A-Team stood straighter and held his saw like a Marine bayonet. "Sir, t'll 


have you know that you're talkin' to a veteran of the Second World Wer, a man who was decorated 
tor outstanding service to his country, who fought for freedom on foreign soll. 1! em also the 
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owner of a Chevrolet and season tickets to the Dodgers' home gemes. I have nothin' but the 
greatest respect for the United States Army." And If that performance doesn't deserve an Academy 
Award, !*'tl eat this clapboard! 

"You ere required by law to leave this house by morning," Decker relterated. 


"But the Army aln't gonna get our house," Hannibal sald firmly. 


“Bute.” It was the first thing Aggle had been able to squeeze out of her constricted throat. 
Hannibal put his arm eround her shoulders and gave her a chummy shake. 


"Now, Agnes, don't you argue with your old pop. He knows what he's doIn'." 


Colonel Decker set his Jaw. "Elght o'clock, Mr. Barrows. Please don't make It necessary for us 
to use force." 


“Don't let the door whack you on the way out -- spring needs adjustin'." Hannibal grinned slyly 
at the other man and then at Aggie, who managed a faint, confused smile In return. Decker and 
Crane exited the IIving room, and when the sound of the front door closing reached them, both 
Hannibal and Aggle relaxed considerably. 

"| don't know how you did It," the woman said. 


“Sometimes, | surprise myself." 


B.A, Face, and Murdock came In from the next room. "Man, | thought that sucker had us but 
good," B.A. said. “What's Decker doin’ here?" 


“What better bearer of bad news to women and children?" Hannibal asked. "He's got the right 
personality for orphanage evictions. Probably doesn't let it keep him awake nights, elther." 


*So what now, Colonel? Walt around for hfs next unannounced visit?" 

“He announced It perfectly, Face. At efght o'clock In the morning, he'll! be back with the efghth 
armoured divistone.." He bent to pick up Sean, who had wandered Into the room. "...to tear-gas 
these dangerous felons out of here. We're In the clear until then." 

“And then?" 

That look again =~ the look that told Face a plan was brewing. "Then the real fun begins." 

“| hate the way you put that." 

Murdock stepped forward to Insert his two cents. "Don't worry, Face. Sandy may look IIke a 
harmless little puppy dog, but underneath th!is Innocent exterlor there beats the heart of a Ifon, 
there runs the blood of a tiger..." 

“And right beside him stands the fool of the century," B.A. finished. 


Hannibal put an arm around Face's shoulders. “It's gonna be okay, Face. | have a plan." 


He cringed melodramatically. "Oh, no! A plan...® 
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Fortunately for Face, Hanniba!'s latest plan Involved nothing more Immediately trying for him 
personally than requiring him to spend the night at the orphanage, “just In case” of any unantic- 
Ipated trouble. The Lieutenant had no trouble accepting the assignment. The looks he and Aggie 
had been exchanging were becoming more and more frequent and Involved, and he had just about 
decided the Colonel had a heart after all. This was his kInd of mission. 

He hadn't, however, counted on the IImited romantic possibilities of a house with fourteen 
children In It. After dinner and fourteen baths, getting fourteen kids Into py Jamas and fourteen 
sets of teeth brushed, he realized he hadn't been so completely exhausted since pulling three 
months of duty In "Nam. Aggle found him lying prone on the IIvIng room couch after she'd sent 
the last chlid upstairs to walt for their good-night kisses. "So," she sald brightly. "This Is 
how the other half lives." 

“it's a lot easter being on the run from the Army," he told her wearlly. "God, | feel old." 


"| feel safe," she replied, glancing out the front window. "For the first time In a long time, 
too. I! guess I'd better not get too used to It." 


"Come on, nmowe Look at the bright side. You don't even need use All you have to do Is turn 
these kids on the Army, and they'|! be waving the old white flag In no time." 


“The kids've been great. They're so resillent... They seem able to bounce back from anything." 


"They've got a lot of help. You've been real good for them. That's Important to kids In their 
situation." 


Aggle sat down on the couch; It was a struggle, but Face managed to sit up and join her. "You 
sound Ifike you know It," she observed. 


"No. | mean, well, yeah, but not..." 


"I'm sorrye 1 didn't mean to put you on the spot or anything. | couldn't help noticing that 
youeee Well, [Ike the other day | said something, and you..." 


“You sald, 'Make yourself at home,'" he reminded her. "And you're a very perceptive lady, In 
addition to being beautiful. But..." 


"Well, so I was wrong, | guess." 

“No, you weren't wrong..." 

“And you'd rather not talk about It. I'm sorry." 

He shook his head. “Nothing personal, belleve me. It's what works best for me, that's all." 
“| understand," she sald softly. 

"{ belleve you do." 


They both leaned a I[Ittle closer to each other, and were almost touching when Sean's voice 
Interrupted from the bottom of the stairs. "Aggfe, can | have a bed-time story?" 
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“It seems IIke more than fourteen kids, somehow," Face groaned. 

"Go upstairs," Aggle told the boy. "I'fl be right up." 

First, she went to the giris' bedroom, to a double bed where two of the smaller children were 
already asleepe She checked to make sure they were tucked tn, then turned around when she heard 
Tracey whisper to her. “Aggle?" 

“What Is It?" 

"Are we gonna be all right?" 

She went to Tracey's bed and sat down beside her. What a question -—- from a little gir! who had 
learned so much In the past few days about both the best and the worst sides of people that It 
was a miracle she could digest It alle "Of course we are." She fervently hoped It wasn't a Ile. 
"“Temp's here In case we need him, and the others will be here In the morning. B.eAe, too." 


"| mean for keeps, not just for tonIght." 


“We're gonne be just fine." The more she sald It, the easter It was to belleve It herself. 
"You'll see." 


Tracey was half asleep. "B.A. says you should get at least elght hours of sleep every night." 
Lately, most of what the gir! sald was something B.A. had already said -- at least once. Aggle 
found It both strange and wonderful that someone with such an Imposing outward appearance could 
be so terrific with kids. Tracey worshipped him, and the other children weren't far behind. "I 
know. And If you get started right now, you won't have anything to worry about If he asks you." 


"Okay." 


Face appeared In the doorway. “I got the boys Into bed," he told Aggle quietly. “And, uh, do 
you remember the reason Hansel and Gretel went Into the woods In the first place?" 


"Oh, Sean conned you Into telling that story again, did he?" 


The man bristled. "Nobody cons Templeton Peck! 1 hadn't thought about It for a while, and |! 
Just wondered, that's all." 


The woman tucked Tracey In, then Joined him In the hall. "Come on, let's go downstairs, and we 
can discuss It." 


The sound of a truck engine penetrated her room, and Tracey sat up In bed. “What's that nolse?" 
she called out. 


"Just something going by on the highway," Face told her. Just then, he wanted nothing more than 
for her to go to sleep -- so he could have Aggle's undivided attention for the first time all 
night. He would have told her anything that would satisfy her. 


But the nolse was getting louder. Funny, how things like that could carry at night, and sound 
like they were right outside... 
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"It sounds so close..." The little gIrl sounded scared. 


"You Just go to sleep," Aggle sald reassuringly. She headed back to the bed. “There's nothing 
TOcee" 


The sound of the engine was quite loud; Face started across the room to look outside. Something 
wasn't right out there at all... 


He wes almost to the window when a loud crash shook the house right down to Its foundation. 
Tracey screamed In terror; Aggle was knocked to the floor by the Impact. Face ran to help her to 
her feet. 


"i'm all right, Temp," she told him. “What In the...?" 
Matt and two of the older boys ran In from their bedroom. "Aggie, they're outside!" Matt yelled. 


Face plled the boys onto the bed, then pushed Aggie down beside Tracey. “Stay here!" he In- 
structed, then ran out Into the hallway. 


The broken window at the end of the hall looked out onto the front lawn. Crouched [In the window, 
out of sight, the Lieutenant had a ringside seat for the heavy bulldozer on the porch; It had 
just rammed Into the front of the house. The man thought with a sigh that It was a good thing 
they'd done some reinforcing on that wall; otherwise, the old wooden structure might have crum- 
bled Itke a badly~made house of cards. A substantial hole exposed part of the IIving room to the 
outside. 


The bulldozer backed up for another run, Dan at the controls. Calvin stood several feet out of 
the path of the big vehicle, signalling which way to move. 


Face ducked and covered his head as the bulldozer cereened up onto the porch again and slammed 
Into the front of the house. I+ burst completely through the outside wall. 


Even the construction work done by the team couldn't keep the Impact from sending chunks of 
plaster and shattered window glass raining down on top of him, and the floor heaved crazily, 
knocking him flat. Face pulled himself up on his elbows, wincing a little at the pain In his 
back where something had hit him. He coughed on plaster dust, but considered himself lucky; he 
was covered with myriad bits of building material, but the entire roof hadn't come down on him. 
He shook his swimming head to clear {t; the next thing he was aware of was Aggle pulling on his 
arm and calling his name. 


"Temp! Are you all right?" 

He nodded briefly. "Yeah... Come on, we've gotta get the kids out of here -- flow!" 

She glanced out the window. "Oh, my God! What did they...?" 

“No time for that now. Come on -- the kids!" 

Aggte gathered the girls from their bedroom; Face, carrying Sean In his arms, ted the boys out 


Into the hallway where the two groups met. The kids congregated Into a single frightened huddle, 
the older children standing with younger ones clinging to thelr nightgowns and robes. "Is this 
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everyone?" the Lieutenant asked. 
The woman took a rapid head-count. "Yes." 


Face addressed the entire group -- there was no time for fancy preliminaries. "Back stairs, 
single flle, no talking. Stay behind me. Got that?" 


"Yes, sir," Matt rep! led. 
"Good. Let's move." 


He handed Sean to Aggle and drew his revolver, keeping the huddle of kids sandwiched between the 
two adults as they made their way down the dark hallway. The back stairs were still Intact and 
led to the kitchen at the rear of the house. 


Downstairs, the engine nolse was louder than ever, but steady and Idling; It could accelerate at 
any time, from any side. They needed to move quickly. Face took several steps out the kitchen 
door and looked around; everything seemed to be clear. He motioned for Aggle and the kids to 
follow him out. 


"All right, move out fast as you cane Don't stop until! you get to the main road," he Instructed. 


The kids took off In groups of two and three, holding hands and running as fast as they could go. 
The man and woman walted until the children were all on thelr way; then they fol lowed, Aggle 
stil! clutching Sean In her arms. 


From the front of the house, Dan and Calvin watched them flee across the fleld In the moonlight. 
"That's the last of them," Dan remarked. He regerded what remained of the house. "They won't be 
back." 


eee ee 


Dawn seemed forever In coming; but once It did, It was as If nothing out of the ordinary had 
happened the night before. The kids swarmed over the jungle gym at the abandoned drive-in 
theatre where the team had brought them, while Aggle sat on the running board of B.A.'s van and 
watched them playe They, at least, had gotten some sleep In the back of the van during the early 
morning hours after the team had answered Face's call tor help from a roadside phone. But Aggle 
hadn't slept at all, and was painfully aware that It showed. 


She looked up as Face approached her, bearing a paper cup of fast-food coffee. "Hot," he warned, 
handing It to her. "Watch your sip." 


She took the cup, and he sat down beside her. “Look at them," she sald numbly, watching the 
children on the monkey bars. "You'd never know they had their home kicked out from underneath 
them last night." 


"Don't you think maybe that act Is for you?" When she looked at him quizzically, he went on. 
"I'm sertous. Don't you think It's Just possible they don't want you to see them upset because 
they know how upset you are right now?" 


“Why shouldn't 1 be upset? We Just lost everything that ever meant anything to us. Our home, 
our possessions, each other..." 
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"Come on, everybody got out Just fine -- not even a scratch." 
"We've lost each other, Temp. The house {s gone, and now, the kids will have to go to foster 
homes. I've tried to find a place that would take them all In, but | can't. We'll never see 


each other again." 


Hannibal JoIned them. "Not with that attitude, you won't. Maybe you're ready to give in, but we 
haven't even started kicking yet." 


“What's left to flight over?" she asked hopelessly. 

"The house Isn't gone, Miss Barrows. They Just left you with some central air conditioning you 
didn't have before last night. The house Is still there, and we Intend to see that It stays 
there." 

Aggte's expression brightened briefly, then faded agains "No. I can't Itve through that agaln. 
Maybe It's better If we just give In. Let the Army have It If they want It that badly. I won't 
risk my life over It any more than I'd risk any of thelrs. It Just Isn't worth It." 

“Well, If you're through with It, you won't mind If we get some last IIcks In." 


"Don'+ you understand, Mre Smith? I have to back out." 


"You telling us we're fired?" When Aggle nodded, Hannibal grinned. "Well, since we agreed 
you're not able to pay us for this Job, It's a little difficult to fire us, don't you think?" 


"You'd go back there? After what almost happened to us last night, you'd go back there and tight 
over that broken-down shel!? Why?" 


“Because we care about you," Face explained. "Because we're committed." 
"Mostly, because we don't want the Army to have It,” Hannibal added. 
“And because Hannibal's on the jazz," Face finished. 


BeAs had one foot on the see-saw, moving it up and down slowly, with Sean on the other end. 
"Sometimes, | swear the man Is as schizophrenic as Murdock," Face observed. 


“Just be careful," Aggie told him. 

"Always. Trust me." 

She kissed his cheek. "Al! right. I'I! hold you to that." 

*Let's move," Hannibal announced, breaking Into Face's moment. “Where's Murdock?" 

On hIs knees on the other side of the van, Murdock crawled along slowly, looking for something on 
the ground. "Here, boy, here, Sandy... Come on, boy, we gotta roll now. I! aln't got time to be 


playin’ hide and seek with y'all. Come on out." 


Face, looking on, shook his head. "Murdock..." 
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But the man was completely tuned out. "Where are you, boy?" When B.A.'s booted feet suddenly 
appeared In front of his face, he paused, then gingerly felt the toe of one boot. "This aln't no 
Hush Puppy." 


The big man grabbed him by his collar and yanked him to hIs feet. “What you doin' now, fool?" 


Completely used to the rough handling, Murdock bounced right back. "B.A., have you seen Sandy? 
I've looked everywhere. It looks IIke he's really flown the coop!" 


“*Course | aln't seen Sandy, turkey! Aln't nobody seen Sandy ‘cept you, and that's ‘cause only 
crazy people see Invisible dogs! Now, get In the van so we can get movin'!" 


“But Sandy IItked you!" Murdock protested. 


B.A. brandished a fist. "That dog was al! tn your head, man! Now, If you want anything left In 
your head, or any other part of your body, you get In that van!" 


The Captain considered hIs options. "Well, since you put It that way..." He started to cllmb 
Into the vehicle, and was soon assisted by a rough shove from B.A. Hannibal got In on the 
passenger side, and Face followed Murdock through the side door; he glanced nervously at B.A., 
who glared back at him before climbing Into the driver's seat. 


Aggie waved as the van pulled away.e Face waved back. Be careful, she'd told him. Well, he 
Intended to be. But It was nice that she cared, wasn't It? 


eee HE H 


The house had had many recent visitors over the past few days, but the most dangerous ones were 
there at that moment -- Tony Wolfe and his henchmen, Dan and Calvin, had arrived In thelr truck, 
and bustly began unloading crates of plastic explosives. “1 want the whole place set up," Wolte 
said. “It all comes down at once." 


"That's a hell of a charge you're talkin’ about, man." 

"| know what I'm doin'." 

Calvin and Dan were, above all, yes-men.- They did exactly as they were told, with little regard 
for consequences. As directed, they placed the key charges In and around the house -- under the 
front porch, under the matin stairs, next to the fuse box In the basement. The house would come 


down, all right -- and It was golfing to be a hell of a bang. 


B.A. had the entire scenario framed In his binoculars. "They're at It, all right," he reported 
to Face. “Must have enough dynamite down there to blow half this county right off the map." 


"You have to put It IIke that, do you?" the Lieutenant groused. He took a walkie-talkie from his 
belt and spoke Into It. “Hammer, this Is Reflex. Do you read?" 


“Loud and clear, Reflex," Hannibal's volce answered. "Report." 


"We got ali three of ‘em down there, settiIn' up for the Fourth of July. Was this part of your 
"plan, * Colonel?" 
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"You and B.A. get back Into the vane We'll regroup, and I"Il! fIll you In on the newest develop- 
ments." 


"Roger." Face put the radio back on his belt. "Let's go, B.A. Hannibal's got some ‘new devel- 
opments! he'd !ike to share with us." 


"Aw, MaNe oe" 
"| couldn't have satd It better myself." 


They both got to their feet. Crouching low, they turned from the house and began to make their 
way down the hillside. 


eenen eh 


Back at the drive-in, Aggie sat on the merry-go-round, watching the kids. Tracey Jjolned her 
quietly. "Hiya, kiddo. What's up?" the woman asked with forced cheerfulness. 


"You don't have to worry," the girl assured her. "They won't let anything happen to our house." 
"They'I! do thelr best, Trace. Like they promised us they would." 

"Then why are you so worrted?" 

Good question, that. "Oh, | guess I'm Just feeling sorry for myself. Instead of thinking about 
everything we could lose, | should be thankful we all got out safe. That's what's most Impor- 
tant, not the material things." 


“What's ‘material things'?" 


“What we had In the house. Like clothes, and keepsakes, special things. They really don't 
matter all that much. I just wish..." 


"What?" 
*| just wish I'd stopped long enough to take my parents' wedding picture. It meant a lot to me." 
"But B.Ae and the others will make sure the house Is okay. We can go back later." 


“| know they're golng to try, honey, but just In case they can't, I... Well, the Important thing 
1s that we're all right. That old house Is Just golng to have to come second." 


A Frisbee flew past at close range, and Aggie turned to see who had thrown It. Matt ran over and 
picked It up. "Sorry, Aggie." 


The social worker held out her hand for the Frisbee, and Matt gave it to her slowly, hesitantly. 
She stood up and tossed It over to one of the other children. "It's all tn the wrist, fellas!" 
she called to them. Matt ran back to join the game, and Aggle went with him. A good distraction 
was exactly what she needed -- something to take her mind off one good-looking con man known as 
Templeton Peck... 
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Tracey watched her get Involved In the game, and an Idea began to form In her mind. She remem- 
bered the picture Aggie wanted, and knew exactly where it was -- on the dresser In Aggle's room 
on the second floor. The house wasn't far from the drive-!In, and she knew her way there. it was 
something she could do for Aggle, after all the things Aggle had done for her and the rest of the 
kids. 


She walted until the soctal worker was totally ebsorbed In the Frisbee game, then slowly, delib- 
erately, walked to the corner of the building and climbed over the short fence. She figured it 
would only take an hour. Aggle would never even notice she was gone. 
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Wolfe checked his watch. "Five minutes, and It'll be a pile of toothpicks." 


The three men stood In the back of their truck at the end of the driveway. The explosive charges 
were set and wired, and the timers were running. Flve minutes to detonation. 


Unbeknownst to Wolfe, he was clearly focussed in the sights of Murdock's automatic. The Captain 
lowered the barrel slightly so he could see "Wolfe Construction Company" written on the side of 
the truck, then squeezed the trigger. 


Gunfire tore a neat row of holes In the side pane! of the truck. Wolfe and hIs companions all 
dove for cover. 


A hundred feet to the right, Hannibal and B.A. crouched behtnd a stone tence. Hannibal fired a 
round to announce their presence. "Hold It right there, Wolfe!" he ordered. "Unless you'd IIke 
me to punch a few holes In you!" 


Calvin panicked and ran. He made It as far as the edge of the drive, where B.A. dropped on him. 
They struggled briefly, then the Sergeant knocked his target out with a well-placed blow to the 
Jaw. He neatly disarmed Calvin, and turned to meet Dan's oncoming attack. 


Dan swung at B.A.'s face -- which only served to anger the big man and injure his attacker's 
hand. The Sergeant picked him up and threw him over one shoulder. Dan landed In a IImp heap 
twenty feet away, his gun flying from his grasp as he hit the gravel driveway. 


Wolfe jumped Into the driver's seat of his pick-up and started to pul! out. Hannibal entered the 
moving vehicle from the passenger side, and they engaged In a spontaneous hand-to-hand combat as 
the truck rolled along In third gear, dolng about thirty-five miles an hour. Wolfe swung the 
wheel wildly, unable to malntafn control. The truck careened Into the road, with Its occupants 
trying to push one another out of the cab. 


Hannibal at last succeeded In shoving Wolfe out the partially open driver's door, falling out 
himself in the process. Wolfe hit the ground and lay there stunned; Hannibal executed a neat 
stuntman's roll and got to his feet. The truck hit the stone fence, and Its gas tank erupted tn 
flames. 


B.A. ran up as the Colonel Jerked Wolfe to his feet. "Where's the detonator?" Hannibal demanded. 
When Wolfe hesitated, he repeated himself. "You heard me, siime-ball. Where Is I+?" 


"You're too latee It's on a timer. In about two minutes, the whole place goes up." 
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The radio on B.A.'s belt crackled to IIfe, shouting In Murdock's urgent voice. "Hannibal! 
Hannibal, come fn, pronto!" 


B.A. handed the radio over, and took Wolfe's collar In a firm grip. Hannibal tuned Ine "What's 
the problem, Murdock?" 


The Captain had his binoculars trained on the back door of the house; he'd seen Tracey go Inside, 
and could now see Face running toward the house after her. "Colonel, that little Tracey just 
went In the back door." 

Hannibal turned back to Wolfe. "Where are those charges?" 


B.A Ii fted the man a foot off the ground and shook him. "The man asked you a question, sucker!" 


"All right, all right! There's one under the front porch, another one behInd the stairs fn the 
kitchen..." 


"Faster!" B.A. snarled. 

"And the fuse box, down In the cellar..." 

"That's all?" 

"Yes, yes, | swear..." 

The blg man dropped him and turned to the Colonel. "Two minutes." 


Hannibal grabbed the radio agaln.- "Murdock, Face, get In there and find that girl! B.A. and | 
will take care of the explosives." 


Murdock took off after Face, and caught up with him in the kitchen. "{! hope Hannibal's got this 
under control," Face remarked. 


"Well, If he don't, and we end up gettin' blown to kingdom come, | sure hope they don't get mixed 
up and bury me with your legs ~- your knees ere real boney." 


“Don't worry, Murdock. If we're still Inside this house when It goes, there won't be enough of 
us left to pour Into Jelly jars." 


“Such comforting thoughts In our time of trial." 
The Lieutenant gestured him Into the IIving room, as he himself started up the stairs. "Tracey!" 
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Wolfe's admission about the explosives seemed, at least so far, to be accurate and complete. 
B.A. located the one under the front porch, and swiftly removed the wires. The smal! dia! on the 
front of the device stopped turning, and the "Activated" IIght went out. 


Hannibal also had a measure of success. He carefully -- but hastily -- unscrewed the grips from 


the palr of wires that contacted the terminals on the device under the stairs. He yanked the 
wires away from the contacts and pulled back reflexively, but there was no explosion. He watched 
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the red light go out; the sweep hand stopped forty-five seconds short of detonation. 
Upstairs, Tracey pulled out the lower drawer of Aggie's dresser and stood on It to gain enough 
helght to reach the top. The picture was exactly where she'd known It would be; she put the 


smal! framed photo Into her jumper pocket and climbed down. 


“Tracey!" Out In the hall, Face was desperate. HIs own Internal clock told him there was IIttle 
If any time to spare now. “Tracey, where are you?" 


When the I!ttle girl appeared In the doorway of Aggle's bedroom, he thought she was the most 
beautiful sight he was ever IIkely to see -=- even If he Iived tong enough to get out of the house 
before It exploded. She looked surprised to see him. "I Just came back for..." 

The man switched on his walkle-talkle. “Murdock, 1! got her! Let's get out of here!" 


Down In the Iiving room, Murdock switched on his own radio. "I heard that." 


Hannibal raced down the cellar stairs; he found B.A. already working on the charge near the fuse 
boxe "Disarmed?" he asked hopefully. 


The blg man shook his head. "This one aln't Ike the others." 
“It'll explode IIke the others, won't I+?" 


"This one's got three wires, not two. It's booby-trapped. We pull out the wrong wire, and the 
whole place goes up." 


"Which one?" 

"Could be the greene Could be the red..." 

*Not the yel low?" 

"Could be the yellow, too." 

"Great! Glad I asked." 

“It"s anybody's guess, mane The trigger could be any one of ‘em, and there atn't no tellin'..." 


Murdock's voice reached them from the top of the cellar stairs. "Colonel, Face and Tracey are 
out In the..." He came down within sight of the fuse box, and stopped. 


“We've got a problem," Hannibal told him -~ as If he couldn't guess. 

“You feel lucky?" B.A. Inquired. 

Murdock swallowed hard. "Actually, | feel kinda sick. May | please be excused?" 
“Hannibal ?" 


"Maybe we should Just go ‘eenle, meenle, minlee..'" 
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"By the time we got to 'mo,' we'd be halfway to Sacramento ~- alrmall," Hannibal conjectured. 
"Well, do something." 

"Ten seconds," the Colonel! reminded them. He could hear himself sweatinge Both he and Murdock 
looked expectantly at B.A., who alternated between studying the bomb and looking at them -- 
helplessly. "B.A..." Hannibal prompted nervously. 

Murdock glanced at his own watch. "Five..." He stuck his fingers Into his ears and cringed. 
B.A. yanked out the red wire. The red tight on the front of the device went out, and the dial 
stopped Its sweep across the face of the clock. The three men were silent for several seconds, 
then Murdock spoke hesitantly. "He did It?" 


Hannibal nodded cautiously. "I! think so." 


When the blast didn't come, they all relaxed. "Takes a lickin’, but Itt don't keep tickin'," 
Murdock assessed. 


"Which one was It?" 
"The red one." 
“Why the red one?" 


B.A. shrugged. "'Cause red means stop." He bristled when Murdock laughed. “It worked, didn't 
yt2" 


They heard a siren In the distance, and Face came halfway down the cellar steps. “What are you 
guys standing around for? Come on! That's Decker coming up the driveway!" 


Hannibal checked his watch. "He's ten seconds late." 
“Will you come on?" 
They mounted the stairs; the siren grew louder. Hannibal was the last to leave. He paused by 


the dismantled explosive and considered the dangling red wire. "“! love [It when a plan comes 
together. oe" 
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Three days later, B.A. put the finishing touches on the paint around the frame of the new picture 
window that replaced the hole the bulldozer had made. "That's the end of that," he said, pro- 
foundly satisfied. 


Aggie applauded, and the group of kids on the porch jolIned her eagerly. "1! never thought I'd see 
this old place again -- except maybe holding up my next popsicle," the woman sald. 


"You won't have any more trouble with Mr. Wolfe." Hannibal lit a clgar. "The way Decker came In 


breathing fire, I'd say he's going to make sure Wolfe doesn't bother anybody again for a long 
time." 
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"He got what he deserved." 


“Well, so did you," Face told her. "You got a place to cal! home, and you don't have to worry 
about belIng forced out of It." 


"Thanks to all of you." 


"It was our pleasure. Any time we can take something away from Decker Is a red-letter day for 
use" 


"I'd say your friend at the newspaper had a IIttle to do with It, too." 

The Lieutenant unfolded a paper and began to read aloud. "..-Army sources close to the project, 
preferring to remain anonymous, admit It Is unltkely that the proposed airfield will be con- 
structed In the Los Angeles area. The president of Wolfe Construction Company could not be 
reached for comment." He tossed the paper aside. "He's scheduled for arraignment on the twenty- 
fifth. Nasty bit of press they got there. Who In the world would write such scathing Innuendo?" 
Hannibal held up his clger tn a parody of a toast. "To Amye More power to the press." 

Nearby, Murdock whistled a dog call. "Sandy? Is that you, boy?" 


"Well, we can't wrap this one up yet. Murdock hasn't found Sandy." Hannibal called to the 
Captain. “Hey, If he doesn't have a collar on, he might have been picked up by the dog catcher." 


"Oh, man, don't you start!" B.A. protested. "That dog ain't real! You know It, | know It -- and 
Murdock knows It! He Just pretends he don't to make me mad!" 


Face shrugged. “Well? It works, doesn't I+?" 


He lost his smug expression when B.A. scowled at him. Murdock motioned for them to be quiet. 
“Shhhi" 


"t'm warnin' you, Murdock! There aln't no dog, and you better shut up before there aln't no more 
you!" 


"Oh, come on, B.A., leave him alone," Hannibal said. "It could be worse, you know. It could be 
Thunder, the Mighty Stalllon agaln -- and you remember how much you hated having him tn your 
van." 


“How can we thank you?" Aggle asked. She looked at the four men, smiling at them In turn. 

Face smiled back when their eyes met. “Well, ! have a few Ideas..." 

He kissed her on the cheek, then on the IIps. B.A. looked to Hannibal, who only shrugged; then 
the big man looked away In aversion. When Murdock whIstied again for Sandy, he grabbed hIm by 
the front of his Jacket and roughly pulled him closer. "Now, Iisten up, Murdock. I've had 


enough of this..." 


Suddenly, the unmistakable sound of a dog's bark reached thelr ears. Everyone but Murdock froze; 
Face and Aggle were affected enough to Interrupt their kiss. Murdock brightened. "Sandy!" 


S—oor—o—r———_, 
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“Her tage" 


(By Mary Robertson) 


"You want to talk ebout I+?" 


It was late, closing time. The bartender was alone In the Officers' Club, save for a solltary 
figure at a corner table. Usually, he sent his late-night drinkers home with a friendly pat on 
the shoulder and a few well-chosen words on the advisability of moderation. After all, everyone 
had problems; the Cylons had seen to that. 


But this drinker was hardly his usua! customer. Colonel Apollo seldom frequented the Club, and 
on those rare occasions when he did visit, It was always with friends. Tonight, though, he sat 
alone, brooding over his mug. 


“Huh?" The bartender's words had finally registered. 


"You want to talk about It?" the man repeated. "I'm a good listener. Sometimes, It helps to 
talk out your problems." 


He slid Into the seat opposite the solitary man, setting a drink of hIs own on the table before 
hime 


Apollo sighed, and shook his head, allow!ng the silence to stretch over Jong centons. "It's not 
a problem, really," he sald suddenly, gazing Into his half-empty mug. "More of a memory." He 
hes!tated before adding, "Today, we showed the older children tapes of the Destruction of the 
Colonies." 


“What? Why?" He certainly hadn't expected that. 

"It's thelr heritage," Apollo replled quietly. The anesthetic effects of the alcohol were 
dissIpating rapidly, and the bartender saw deep pain refiected In the eyes that met hIs own. 
"Most of those children were born In spaces They need to understand the Destruction, the need 
tor vigilance, the reasons thelr parents hate the Cylons..." He paused. "Now, they do under- 


Stand..." 


The bartender saw something besides the destruction of Innocence In those pain-filled eyes. "You 
watched," he said flatly. 


"How could | ask anyone else to watch that again? No, | sent them away untI! the worst was over. 
Boxey tnsisted on stayInge.." That thought brought the stirrings of a smile. "I suppose | 
should use his given name now that he's grown. Troy... But he'll! always be Boxey to me." 


"it's only right. He's your son." 


"He's a fine young mane If only Sertnae.." He broke off abruptly, fighting to control the 
tears. 


It was then the bartender truly understood. Apollo's story was no secret. His ali-too~brief 
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marrtage had ended when the Cylons killed his wife, leaving him a young son to ralse alone. 
SeriIna had been a reporter before the Destruction, and her Image was prominent on the final 
tapes, the tapes he'd forced himself to watch. 


Although he chose not to admit It, Apollo had never really gotten over Serina's death. That, 
too, was common knowledge. And now, the Iron-willed Colonel Apollo, hero of the Colonial Fleet, 
sat mourning her loss. 


This, then, was a wake, a final and private acknowledgement of the pain he'd dented while hIs son 
needed a father, while his people needed a hero. Tomorrow, the bartender was sure, the Colonel 
would be as cool and fully In control as ever, but tonIght... 


Well, sometimes It was easler to share your sorrows with a mug -- or with the man who filled it 
— than with a friend. 


He quietly left the table and 
ducked behind the bar, return- 
Ing In @ moment with a dusty 
bottle and two glasses. "Real 
ambrosia, real old," he said 
In answer to his companion's 


unspoken question. "I've been 
saving this for something spe- 
clais" 


Deliberately, and with great 
ceremony, he uncorked’ the 
bottle and poured some of Its 
golden contents Into the 
glasses. Then he lifted one 
glasse "To Serina." 


"To Serina," Apollo repeated 
softly. 


"And," the bartender added si- 
lently as he drank, "to the 
man who loves her still." 


Some day, when their chil- 
dren's children heard ‘the 
story of the Destruction, that 
tale would Include a handsome 
young Captain and a beautiful 
young woman, and a love that 
endured even beyond death. 
"And that," the bartender 
thought, "Is a heritage for us 
all." 
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“Ransom Demand" 


(By Linda Ruth Pfonner) 


"Well, we have the raw matertals for success," Lee Fontenot announced as he hung up the tele- 
phone. "That was Colonel Davies. He recelved the shipment, Intact and undamaged." 


Kelth Palmer laughed. "Think how upset the government would be If they knew we used the U.S. 
Postal Service to ship the stuff. From Pasadena, no less!" 


“It Isn't ‘stuff'," Or. James Everett Axelrod growled. He had a right to be annoyed; after all, 
he'd spent years developing the nasty IIttle drug that would surely make him quite wealthy, quite 
soone These men were merely part of the machinery necessary to acquire the money. "It has a 
proper name.e StInce without It you would all still be wage slaves, ! suggest you at least use 
that proper name." 


"That's easy for you to say, Doc," Palmer protested. "It may be the greatest thing since the 
bomb for holding a government up for ransom, but | can't pronounce It!" 


"Ah-phase~ee~ace," the bfochemist Instructed, stretching the word out Into Its component syI- 
lables, accenting the second. "Perhaps you would like a shot? {t will remove al! your worries 


In that area..." 


"Ah, no, thanks, Doc!" Palmer shook his head hastily. “That's kinda drastic. I'l! pass, If 
It's ali the same to you." 


Axelrod shrugged, and went back Into the kitchen for more coffee. 


"Y'know, Kelth, one shot of aphaslase Isn't permanently Incapacitating," Fontenot pointed out 
geniaily. "As a matter of fact, one shot Is real nice, If you judge from the test sub jects..." 


Palmer suppressed a shudder. "Yeah, | know. But | don't Iike playing games with my brain chem- 
istry. It scares hell out of me!" 


Fontenot nodded. “Yeah, me, too. What do you think, Dan?" he asked thelr heretofore sI lent 
companion. “Is Dr. Axelrod a frult-cake?" 


Danftel Moreland spread his hands wide. "tf don't know. Probably. Most geniuses are a IIttle 
weird, aren't they?" 


“| guess so," Fontenot agreed. "Comes with the territory." 
"Y'know who really scares me?" Moreland asked. "Colonel Davies, that's who." 


Fontenot frowned. "He's just a mercenary soldier. The Doc hired him for a percentage of the 
ransom we get." 


"He's not just a mercenary," Moreland contradicted. "He's the commander of an entire mercenary 
regiment, Lee! That's hundreds of men! Even If they aren't up to full strength, they've got us 
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outnumbered and outgunned. He's even got the ephaslase, now. What does he need us for? That 
sceres mee That sceres me a lot." 


“Well, If he's gonna betray us, there's nothing we can do about It," Fontenot observed phi losoph- 
Ically. He stood up and stretched. "I found out where that other guy Is, the one the Doc wants 
to use as the preliminary demonstration. So we better go pick him up." 


“Why him?" Palmer wanted to know. "Wouldn't anybody do? Why do we have to go chasing after this 
one particular guy?" 


"it's Colonel Davies' Idea," Fontenot explained, heading for the door. "He's some kind of 
Intelligence officer, maybe CIA, and Davies thinks he's likely to be the worst threat to our 
plans. So we eliminate him as a threat at the very beginning. He'll never know what hit him.” 
"| remember, he's got a weird name, too. What Is 1+?" 


"Stringfellow Hawke." 
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“Me, too!" 
"You, too, what, Dominic?" Caltlin O'Shaunessy Inquired as she stepped up Into the traller. 


Stringfellow Hawke lay flat on the lower bunk, his hands laced behind his head, wearing nothing 
but a pair of Jeans so old and so worn that they fit him like a second skin. He watched through 
half-closed eyes as Caitlin saw him, caught her breath, then hurriedly turned away. Privately, 
he wondered why he so enjoyed taunting her. He knew she wanted him badly; why else would she 
quit her job In Texas and follow him across four states? 


But she moved very slowly; It seemed she wanted to be friends more than lovers. He cons! dered 
that was preferable; personally, he was too wary of Inevitable consequences to enter Into any 
relationship casually. It might ruin thelr friendship, and he didn't want to risk that -- he 
didn't have so many friends that he was willing to toss them away carelessly. 


"Forest tires make me nervous, too." Dominic Santini was busy with the coffee-maker, oblivious 
“-- or was he? -- to the silent tension between Cait!in and Hawke. 


The woman shivered, and sat down In the dinette booth, where three massive tuna hero sandwiches 
walted. “Me, too," she agreed. "The smoke permeates everything, makes It seem even hotter than 
It Ise And I've been having nightmares about fires and burnings every night. I'1! be glad when 
this job's done." 


Hawke swung his feet to the floor and sat up. “That's the truth," he nodded. “We're only about 
a mile behind the fire-break here, too. If the wind changes, this camp'i! go up Iike a torch." 


"You're a bundle of cheer thlis afternoon," Caltitn growled. 
He shrugged, and slld onto the dinette bench beside her. "Could be worse," he polnted out. 


"How?" 
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He picked up his sandwich. "We could be afoot." 


Santtnt laughed, and brought the coffee. "Don't be silly," he chuckled as he sat down opposite 
them. "The only reason we're here fs that we do the best aerltal photography In Callfornia. If 
It wasn't for that, we'd be home In Van Nuys." 


"Contemplating starvation," Caitlin finished his thought. "This has been a long dry spell, tn 
more ways than one." 


The older man nodded. "You're right. This documentary came along Just as | was considering 
mortgaging the choppers." 


Hawke chuckled, know!ng Santini was kidding -- although things had been getting a little tight. 
They ate In a companionable silence that was Interrupted a few minutes later by a hurried knock 
on the side of the traller. 


"Yeah?" Hawke was seated facing the door, so he answered. He could see the man standing there, 
and decided he must be part of the film crew, although he didn't recognize him. 


“Hawke? That chopper of yours Is leakin' of! or somethin'," the man sald anxiously; he made no 
effort to enter the traller, speaking through the screen door. "It's makin' the gang nervous, 
what with all this ash flyin' eround the camp..." 


Santini frowned, and started to get up- Hawke waved him back. "Finish eating, Dom," he ordered 
as he stood up. "I'll take a look. It hasn't been parked for half an hour yet. It can't be too 
bad; It was fine when we landed." 


The older man relaxed. "Okay. I'II be out when | finish." 
"Okay." 


Hawke followed the stranger out, grabbing his discarded shirt as he went. He shrugged It on as 
he walked around the camper and followed the other man as they threaded their way through the 
other trailers that made up the film crew's temporary camp. The last vehicle was the director's 
trailer -- Mickey Jeldorn surely wasn't there now, was busy checking dallles In the makeshI ft 
screening tent at the other end of camp. 


As Hawke passed Jeldorn's trafler, he was roughly tackled by two men. One hit him high, at the 
shoulders, and the other hit him tow and dirty. He went down strugg!iing, and won free for one 
breathless moment. But before he could scramble to his feet, he was hit again -- and went down 
agaln, under the crushing welght of a huge man who knew how to use hIs considerable bulk to his 
best advantage. 


Pinned -- but still fighting ~- Hawke never saw the man who slipped up on his blind side to pull 
a burlap bag over his head. As the draw-string was pulled chokingly tight around his throat, he 
Inhaled -- only to find that the bag contalned a large wad of cotton soaked In some thoroughly 
noxftous fluld. The horrible stench of It filled his nose and mouth, and all the strength fled 
hIs body as he fought Just to stay consclous. 


But he had to breathe, and with the second breath, reality vanished Into blackness. He abruptly 
went limp in his captors' grasp. 


#* 46 * 


“Boy, that stuff works fast!" Palmer panted as he got up, Inspecting his brufses, wondering If 
his wrist was broken. 


"Good thing," Fontenot pointed out, also serltously out of breath. "He's a god-damned wildcat! 
The Doc didn't tell us he was a karate expert! C'mon, haul him over here..." 


Moreland helped drag thelr prisoner over to a nearby Blazer. They tossed him Into the rear cargo 
area. 


"Kelth, get that bag off his head, will you?" Moreland asked as he climbed In behind the wheel. 
“Het tl wake up," Fontenot protested as he slid Into the seat bes!de Moreland. 


"He'll! O.D. on the stuff If we don't," the blg man potnted out quietly. “He's no use to us dead. 
Take It off." 


"Okay." Palmer reached In to remove the bag, and thoughtfully handcuffed the prisoner to the 


tallgate. Then he covered Hawke's motionless body with a blanket, and trotted around the truck 
to take his own seat. “Okay, let's go..." 
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When Hawke didn't return by the time Santin! and Caftlin finished eating, they went to the 
chopper. There was no sign of Hawke anywhere around. The older man frowned, and studied the 
helicopter thoughtfully. There was no evidence of anything leaking. He shrugged, and turned 
away. “He'll show ups You wanna come watch the dallles, Calttin?" 


"| certainly do! 1 want to see If that camera operator's terror shows up on flim!" 


The man laughed, and they headed for the projection truck.e Caltlin's polnted boot-toe struck 
something silvery and metallic, and she bent to pick It up. It was a bracelet. 


"It's a@eee Dominic! Look!" 


It was a POW/MIA bracelet. Santini took It from her and turned It so he could read the engrav- 
Inge "Saint John Hawke..." he whispered. "This Is String's bracelet! How did It get here?" 


"It's bent, look at It." Caitlin knelt to study the ground around them, and nodded toward some 
scrapes and scuffs. "Look at that, Dom. Looks Iike somebody was dragged across here..." 


He felt his guts tighten, and he could hardly breathe. "He's been kidnapped," he sald harshly, 
knowing It was true. 


She looked up, startled. “Kidnapped? Why would anyone kidnap a stunt pIlot?" 
"That's not all he Is," Santini! reminded her quietly. 


She took a deep breath. She had forgotten, for Just a moment, that they were -- all three of 
them -- Firm agents of sorts. It had been weeks since Archangel had called on them. 


"Well, | guess we have to call Michae! now," she sighede "Nobody here will belfeve String's been 
kidnapped." 
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"Let's ask around. Maybe somebody saw the fight. If there's a witness, Mickey will have to 
belfeve us." But Santini knew the search would be frultless; 1f anyone on the film crew had seen 
Hawke attacked and carried off, they surely would have told him. 

Nonetheless, they searched the entire camp. No one had seen Hawke, no one had seen the flight, 
and they found no more clues. One of the fire-fighters said he'd seen a red Blazer leave at 
about the right time, but he didn't know who was In the vehicle. The assistant director told 
them the company had no Blazers on thelr budget. 

Santini took firm hold of his temper and his fears and left the camp, headed back for Van Nuys, 
Caitlin flying silent and grim beside him. She landed him at his hangar, then reluctantly went 
back to the film site to fulfill Santini Alr's obligations there -- and to keep an eye out for 
Stringfellow Hawke. 

Santin!t called Archangel. 


"Hello, Dominic," Michael Coldsmith Briggs II! sald pleasantly. "To what do | owe the honour of 
this cali?" 


"String's been kidnapped." 

There was a moment of silence from the other end of the IIne. Then, "How? What happened?" 
Santin! explained what he knew, and what he and Caltiin guessed. Archangel was by turns shocked 
and distressed. He was satisfled with the measures they'd already taken, but could be of no 


additional help. 


“i'm sorry, Dominic. But we have no Information on anyone planning to make a play for elther of 
you om for AIRWOLF -- you know | always keep you up to date on such things..." 


“| know," the older man admitted In a low voice. "I Just hoped something had just turned up..." 
"Nothing," Archangel repeated. "But I'l! put everyone | can spare on It." 
"| suppose there Isn't much else |! can do, then, Its there?" 


"No," the Firm offictal sald softly. "Just stay available. J'Il call when | have something to 
tell you." 


“Thanks, Michael." Numbly, Santin! hung up the phone, and dropped Into his chair behind the 
desk. Ail he could do now was walt. 
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"So this Is the Infamous Stringfellow Hawke." 
Dr. James Everett Axelrod, BS, MS, Ph.D. In blochemIstry from MIT, felt extremely cheerful and 
confident. The cheer was based on the fact that his plans were golIng so very well. The confi- 


dence came entirely from the fact that his prisoner was most securely chalned. 


‘At the moment, Hawke was even reasonably comfortable. He was chalned on a tong, wel !-cushloned 
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couche HIs wrists were shackled together, and a chain ran from the shackles over the couch's erm 
to the floor, where It was presumably locked to something, sInce he couldn't pull It free. A 
similar arrangement bound his ankles. He didn't have any slack, but he wasn't at all stratned. 


This arrangement was a welcome rellef from the ordeal of the drive down the mountain. He awak- 
ened some time during the trip, only to find himself terribly sick from the drug they'd emp loyed 
to subdue him. Half smothered under a heavy wool blanket, his wrists bound behInd him and 
fastened to the taligate of the Blazer, he had been severely battered by the stiffness of the 
vehicle's suspension as It ran over the rough mountaln roads. Stubbornly, he had endured tn 
silence, and was grateful to lose consclousness again. 


When they hauled him out of the truck -- sick, shaking, falnt, and filthy -- he managed to summon 
enough awareness to look around. Much to his dellght, he recognized the nelghbourhood == he and 
Dominic had helped film an eplsode of a televiston detective show here a few months before. He 
was In south Pasadena. 


He passed out again when they tried to shove him up the steps onto the porch of an apartment 
building, and awakened here, chalned firmly to the couch. His clothing was clean but damp, and 
he assumed they had shoved him under a shower before binding him. 


All he really wanted was about ten minutes of solitude. The shackles holding him had childishly 
simple locks, and a plece of wire was all he needed to open them eas! ly. Just ten minutes alone, 
and he could be free. Until that opportunity presented Itself, however, he would have to cope 
with being a prisoner. 


Now, addressed by the man his captors respectfully called "sir" or "Dr. Axelrod," he simply 
returned the man's regard Impassively, and made no effort to answer. 


“Ah, stotcism! Admirable trait, usually." Axelrod was becoming effusive, and Hawke gritted his 
teeth. "You don't look like much of a threat, but | have been advised that you ere, and | trust 
my advisor. Therefore, | will make you the first officlal demonstration of the capabilities of 
my brain-chiid. It's called aphastase. Do you know what aphasia ts, Mr. Hawke?" 


The prisoner bilnked, but didn't speak. 
"Correct!" Axelrod burbled. "The Impairment of the abllity to speek or understand speech. By 
extension, It can Include the written or printed word. My formula causes aphasla, Mr. Hawke. 


And you will be my first true sub ject, experiments aside. 


"One Injection usually causes only some varying level of disorlentation, but after the serles fs 
complete, so Is the aphasla. By then, It Is also an Irreversible condition." 


Hawke froze Involunterily, then hoped his captors hadn't noticed. He could move a little, but he 
couldn't fight back... 


"Kelth," Axelrod turned, calling into the next room, "bring me my kit, will you?" 
Hawke struggled frantically against the chains that held him, but before he could accomp!!sh 
anything, the man called Kelth came Into the room, cerrylIng a small leather wallet. The prisoner 


took a deep breath to steady himself, and watched as the newcomer opened the wallet. He took out 
a hypodermic syringe, a length of rubber tubing, and a small glass bottle. 
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He loaded the syringe from the bottle, then set it aside and approached the prisoner. Hawke knew 
he didn't have enough slack to fight, so he didn't even try. He held himself still whtle Palmer 
split his sleeve from wrist to shoulder and tightened the tubing around his arm above the elbow 
to ralse a velne The glass syringe glittered a baleful purpifsh colour when the light struck the 
medication It held. ° 


Hawke twitched when he felt the needle, then had to fight to stifle a moan as a hot rush of 
almost sexual pleasure swept over him as the drug flowed Into his bloodstream. It was ecstasy, 
and the taste of sugared Iimes rose In hIs throat. He sank down Into his blankets, trembling. 


Axelrod studied his victim clinically. "Yes, the euphoric effect Its IInked to administration by 
In jection," he spoke quietly Into a microrecorder he had removed from his pocket. "Sub Jects who 
recelved the aphaslase by Inhalation or Ingestion experlenced the primary effect with no appreci- 
able side effects that could be positively Itnked to the drug Itself. We will continue the 
Injections on this sub ject; he Is too formidable an opponent to be permitted ful! awareness unt!| 
we release him." He crouched down on the floor directly tn front of the sofa. “Hawke? Can you 
hear me? Can you understand me? Say something, Hawke." 


But the prisoner stared past him, unseelng. 
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Hawke had understood the doctor's words well enough. He had simply chosen not to respond. 


For the first few days -- he lost track of time, but knew he had recelved more than a dozen 
Injections, so It must have been quite a while -- the only thing he was truly aware of was the 
golden euphoria of the drug. But, after some time, the wonderful golden haze began to thin, the 
sweet taste of IIimes began to sour, and reality began to soak Ine Once, he woke from wondrous 
dreams to the sound of a strident argument among his captors, and, stertlied by the sudden clarity 
of his perception, he IIistened. 


“But the message to the Governor sald Simsville," Palmer protested. “What's Lloyd's Corners got 
to do with anything?" 


“You're a fool," Axelrod repiied, his voice Iron-hard and utterly uncompromising. “Lee, you and 
Danlel take the camper to Lloyd's Corners and begin the project there. | want Kelth here where | 
can keep an eye on him." 


“But, Doce ee" 

“Shut up, Kelth. You do what you're told, when you're told. Do you hear me?" 

"Yes, sir.” 

A few minutes later, Palmer gave Hawke his next shot, and the prisoner heard no more as the fresh 
dose swept al! the grimness of reality away. Sometimes, during hIs brief Intervals of luctdity, 
he realized Palmer's arrival would end hts temporary state of rationality and normality, and a 
burning hatred for the big man began to grow In him. 

After several days, the euphoria and sweet golden bemusement faded relentlessly away, leaving him 


feeling old and dry and empty. He became aware, for the first time, that he had not been fed at 
all. And that hunger had significantly weakened him. 
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But the worst thing was that, as the golden haziness faded, It took with It all his verbal 
skltls. While he was high, he hadn't cared what his captors said; now, although they spoke 
freely In his presence, the words were meaningless nolse. Magazines left within his sight were 
Incomprehensible pages of abstract patterns. And, to make It worse, his captors knew, and smiled 
when they noticed his desperate attention. 


Frustrated, Hawke ground his teeth and fought, every moment he was alone, to free himself. He 
remembered his Initial opinion -- that these shackles would be easy to defeat. But, along with 
his ability to communicate, the golden haze seemed to have taken some of his physical dexterity 
as well; his hands were clumsy, his fingers numb. The shackles resisted him, matching their 
Inanimate stubbornness against his growling panic. 


Finally, Axelrod came and knelt In front of him, speaking to him. The words were meaningless 
glbber Ish. 


Hawke's Incomprehenston must have shown on his face, for the doctor laughed softly and patted him 
on the head. All his frustrations leaped In hIm, and Hawke snapped viclously, catching Axelrod's 
finger In his teeth. With a dexterous wrench and a twist of his head, he deliberately snapped 
the bone before he let the man go. 


Axelrod squalled iIike a branded calf, and fled, clutching his Injured hand. Hawke spat blood 
from his mouth and relaxed a little, feeling a bit more self-satisfied than at any time sInce his 
capture. There was some shouting In the other room, but he Ignored It. He'd worked on his bonds 
every possible moment, and now managed, finally, to free his hands, then his feet. 


Wrists abraded and bleeding, sick, dizzy and weak from hunger, Stringfellow Hawke stumbled to his 
teet and headed for the door. 
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Santini paced In the Santini Air hangar, watching the street outside, an ear tuned to the phone 
In hts office. HIs temper shortened day by day. Caltiin called regularly, and he kept her up to 
date. 


The phone rang, and he sprinted for It. “Yes?" 

"Well, It's broken now, Dominic," Archangel sIghed. 

"What do you mean by that?" 

"We recelved a ransom demand an hour ago." The agent's voice was heavy with weariness. "Or 
rather, the Governor of California recelved It. They want half a billion dollars, or they'll 
destroy all the people In Los Angeles." 

“How? And what's that got to do with String?" 

"They've got Hawke. They percelved him as a threat, so, as they expressed It, ‘to kII1l two birds 
with one stone,' they captured him and used him as thelr first demonstration that thelr threats 
are not Idle. They claim they'I! send him back to us within the week. That's to prove they can 


do what they claim. The second demo Is scheduled for a little farming hamlet called Simsville. 
{ doubt It has more than a thousand people. The message says they'!! destroy the town the way 
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they've destroyed Hawke, and..." 
“You mean he's dead?" Santini Interrupted, horrified. "They've killed him?" 


"There {is no Indication that's what they mean. The communiqué Is very precise In Its wording. 
Hawke has not been kilfed, he has been ‘destroyed.' They state they will destroy Simsville tn 
the same way. We wlll then have two weeks to collect the ransom, or L.A. goes, too." 


"That's crazyeoe" 


"| know," Archangel agreed. “And unless, or until, we have more Information one way or the 
other, we can withhold credence of thelr bizarre clalms and demands. But | belleve we have to 
take this serlously. Hawke Is missing, and under decidedly suspicious circumstances. How else 
would they know he's missing, unless they're responsible?" 


Santin! gnawed his I!p. "! reported him missing to the police." 


The Firm agent found himself getting angry, and forced himself to remain clvil. "tI could wish 
you hadn't done that," he sald quietly, "but |! understand why you did. 1! don't think It can do 
any harm." 


"| didn't say how we lost him," the older man explained. "Il just said he was gone. | haven't 
heard anything constructive from them yet. You don't have any [dea who sent that ransom demand, 
do you?" 


"No," he admitted. "The message was sent by telegram, by phone, pald for with a stolen credit 
card, from ea pay phone tn downtown Los Angeles. It could have been anyone, and there's really no 
way to check; the phone was In the main concourse of a shopping mall." 


There was IIttle Santini could say to that. 
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Finding his way around Los Angeles without being able to read, talk, or understand speech was 
frustrating, but not Impossible. Hawke resorted to navigating by stars and landmarks, sifnce 
street signs were meaningless to him; he hid from people who took too pointed an Interest In his 
presence. 


Both his handicap and his stubborn pride kept him from even attempting to ask for help. He 
rationalized It by arguing that he was too helpless to permit the authorities to get thelr hands 
on him; he could nelther explain nor Identify himself. His fingerprints were on record -- but 
only In the Firm's classttied files; Archange! had arranged for fakes to be substituted In his 
military records, for his own protection, during an undercover assignment several years before 
the AIRWOLF project. The authorities would lock him up tn a psychiatric ward somewhere -- and 
that was something he refused to tolerate even thinking about. He was going home, back to 
DomtInic == and nothing would stop him. 


He had little difficuity escaping from the cheap apartment where he'd been held prisoner; Axelrod 
was Injured badly enough to require medical attention, and Palmer had taken him, so there was no 
one In the apartment. True to his own Inclinations, he'd gone out the back way, Into a fenced 
yard. He'd gone over the fence and through the opposite yard, then deliberately wove a random 
path for several blocks before settling down to figure out how to get back to Van Nuys, to 
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Dominic. 


it never occurred to him that Dominic Santini might still be up In the woods filming forest 
ftlres. The older man would be looking for him, and waiting for him to find his way home. 


He considered trying to call Dominic, or Michael, or someone, but a moment's pause at a pay phone 
finished that Idea. He had no money and, try though he might, could not talk; the words rolled 
around In his head, but only meantIngless nolse came out of his mouth. Frustrated, he savagely 
ripped the phone off Its mount, smashed It against the sidewalk, and went on his way -~ unaware 
of the handful of people who saw him and gave him a wide berth. 


Before he'd travelled the scant s!Ix miles from Pasadena to Glendale, the police were looking for 
him. They didn't connect him with the missing persons report filed by the owner of Santin! Air 
on his chlef stunt pilot, although the basic description <-- thirty to thirty-five years old, 
tive feet eleven, one hundred sixty pounds, slim, blond, blue eyes -- matched. Instead, they re- 
celved a string of reports as civilians reported seelng a disheveled, sick-lookIng man dressed in 
old jeans and the rags of a shirt, who never spoke, growled sometimes when people approached him 
too closely, and was seen to destroy a pay phone near the Rose Bowl and to quickly defeat four 
teen-aged hoods who'd been about to mug an old lady In Burbank. When she attempted to thank her 
rescuer, he'd backed away from her, then abruptly took to his heels when he heard an approaching 
police siren. 


No one knew who he was, but It was plain, based upon the sightings, that he was headed west. 
Successive patrol! areas sighed with rellef when confirmed stghtings were reported west of thelr 
jurisdictions; no police officer Itkes running Into psychotics -- especlally those who possess 
formidable combat skI lls. 


This state of affairs went on for nearly two days, while the police departments' public Ilalson 
officers fought to keep all news of the stranger out of the media. Finally, one Van Nuys officer 
and his partner came up with a viable plan -- and consequently were prepared when they spotted 
the suspect staggering wear!ly up Sherman Way, looking about ready to collapse. 


“Jeez, he looks like he's on his last legs," Jim Galnes sald, shaking his head sympathetically. 


"Yeah. I don't think he could run If he wanted to," his partner, Bryan Ramirez, agreed. "But 
we'|! take It easy anyway. Let me out here." 


Galnes stopped the car, and Ramirez got out. He fitted his cap onto hIs head and slid his baton 
Into Its ring on his belt. 


"Don't push him," Galnes warned. “And don't crowd him. He's got a short fuse, and he's hel! on 
wheels, according to the report from Burbank. I'm not ready to trade you In yet. Besides, 
brand-new partners are getting expensl ve." 

“Okay, Mom," Remirez laughed. He was accustomed to the other man's nervousness; they had been 
partners for three years. “Personally, | think the guy looks IIke he went fifteen rounds In a 


cement mixer with Marvin Hagler." 


He sterted following the suspect, staying behind him, but closing the gap. Galnes drove the car 
around the block so he could come In from the other side without the suspect noticing. 


Ramirez was amazed by what he saw. The guy was half-dead; how had he managed to evade capture 
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for two whole days? And how far had he come? Pasadena was nearly twenty miles from Van Nuys. 
He shrugged, and dismissed the thought as Irrelevant. "Hey, mister," he called softly. 


The blond man whirled, falling Into a battle-ready crouch the officer, himself a Viet Nam combat 
veteran, recognized Immediately. "Well, I'1I! be damned... Commando training..." he breathed. 


Then he smiled ruefully, and held his empty hands out at shoulder helght. “Look, man, | don't 
want to hurt you. I'm a peace officer, | want to help you." He did not approach, and the 
suspect relaxed a little, since no threat mater lal lzed. 


Ramirez kept talking, swiftly realizing It didn't matter what he sald, as long as his tone of 
voice was soft and gentle. The man slowly straightened from his crouch, eyelng him warily. 
"There, see? 1 don't want to hurt you. You look half-starved; are you hungry?" He pulled a 
Hershey bar out of his pocket and offered It. 


Hawke swayed dizzily» He couldn't read the wrapper, but the colours were famillar -- {+t was 
chocolate. It had been days since he'd eaten, and, almost without consclous decIston, he reached 


for It. 


The police officer let him take the candy, and watched him unwrap It with hurried clumsiness. He 
spoke quietly as Gaines parked the car a few feet away and got out, moving slowly toward them. 


"Take It easy, Jimmy," he warned. "My guess Is he was a commando of some kind, maybe a Green 
Beret, or else he's some kind of high-level martial artist. He's starving now, though..." 


"How can anybody starve In Los Angeles?" 


At the first sound of a voice behind him, Hawke whirled, then backed away from both officers, his 
eyes flicking from one to the other suspiciously. 


“It doesn't seem too difficult -- he's doing It," Ramirez pointed out. "I'll bet he hasn't got a 
penny, and he doesn't seem to be able to elther talk or understand speech. He reacts to the tone 
of your voice." 

When neither officer made any overt move toward him, Hawke let himself relax a bit. He was too 
close to the airport now to have It all rulned because he got arrested. He looked around, 
seeking some means of escape. 

Overhead, he heard the familar muffled rhythm of a clvillan helicopter. Out of Itfelong habit, 
Hawke glanced up at It “= and gasped In amazement. it was Michael's white Ange! -- headed for 
Santini Air! 

Completely forgetting the police, he began to run. 

“Heyeee!" Startied by his sudden action, the two officers were a few steps behInd him. "I've 
heard of combat vets running from low-flying planes," Gaines panted. "But the choppers were 
always the good guys..." 


“Just follow him!" Ramirez snapped. “He's running toward It. What's up there?" 


"The private side of the airport. You know, charter services, stunt flyers, helicopters..." 
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The partners glanced at one another as they both remembered the missing persons report they'd 
taken earlier In the week. 


"That's Santini's misstng pllot!" Gaines exclaimed In delight. "I'd bet on it!" 
“Looks [ike we know where he's golng -- SantinI's hangar." 
"Looks IIke." 


Hawke saw the Angel spiral down for a showboat landing just outside the Santini Afr hangar, and 
paused for a moment, leaning agaltnst a nefghbouring building, trying to catch his breath. He was 
dizzy, and he felt terrible. All he wanted was to make It back to Dominic. Dom had always been 
there, had taken care of him all his Ilfe- Once he got back to Dom, he and Michael would figure 
out a way to help him. He was too exhausted to think about much more than that. 


He saw Santini come out to meet Archangel, and wanted to shout to attract thelr attention, but 
nothing came out except a breathless, pitiful whimper. He was startled when he heard another 
voice behind him; he'd completely forgotten the two police officers. 


“Hey, Mr. Santini...!" Galnes yelled. 


Dominic Santini looked up, mildly bemused to see two of Los Angeles' finest afoote Then one of 
them pointed, and he gasped. 


"String! My God, String...!" He ran across the tarmac. Hawke's face wore such an expression of 
utter desperation that he didn't try to speak, just hugged him flercely, satisfied that he was 
back, and alive. 


A moment later, he felt all the tension In his friend drain utterly away, and caught Hawke as he 
wilted, easing him down to the ground. Hawke was unconscious, and he was suddenly frightened all 
over again. 


The two police officers caught up with him. “Mr. Santini," Gaines greeted him. "I take It this 
Is your missing friend?" 


"Yeah, this ts String. But what happened to him?" 


“We don't know, sir." Jim Galnes was the senlor partner, so he did all the talking. "He's been 
on the streets for approximately forty hours. The first report was from Pasadena, and he's been 
moving steadily west. We Just spotted him ten minutes ago on Sherman, headed this way." 


"He walked? Why didn't he just call me?" 


“Sir2?" Galnes spoke very gently, and Santin!l looked up at him, frightened. “Mr. SantinI, we 
don't think he can talk. He didn’t seem to understand anything we sald to him, and he never 
answered. He acted...wary. Not afrald, exactly, but unsure of how we would react. He was quite 
determined, | think, that nothing was going to keep him from getting back to you." 


Before anyone could comment on that, Hawke stirred groggi!y, and sat up, unaware of his friend's 


assistance. He blinked and looked around, seemed reassured when he saw Santint and Archangel, 
and faced the police warily, making certain Dominic was behind him. 
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Gaines coughed politely. "Well, If there's nothing more we can do to help, we'll get back to our 
car before some street gang strips It. We'll close the misstng persons file on him, Mr. Santinl, 
and you can come downtown at your convenience to finish the paperwork. Is that okay with you?" 


“Sure. Thanks, guys." 
“No problem. That's what we're here for. Good-bye." 


The clivilfans waited until the police were out of earshot. Then Santini took Hawke by both 
shoulders and shook him. "Where the blazes have you been, String? I've been worrted sick...!" 
He stopped abruptly, frightened by the lack of resistance he felt. Hawke sagged forward to lean 
on hIm for a moment. "String...2" 


Hawke swallowed hard. He'd been subsIsting on determination and sheer strength of will for two 
dayse Now that he'd found Dominic and Michael, all his motivation ebbed away. But he had to 
explalnec. 


"String...?" Santini's concern was clearly audible. "String? What's wrong with you?" 


The others watched, not understanding, as Hawke slowly pulled the rags of his sleeve away from 
his arm. Then Santini gasped In horror. The Inside of the younger man's arm was laddered with 
needie tracks. Hawke pointed to the tracks, then, deliberately, to his own mouth. Then he 
shrugged and shook his head, spreading his hands wide In an unmistakable gesture of helplessness. 


“He was captured and drugged," Archangel translated, standing behind the other man and lean!Ing on 
his cane. “That must be why he can't talk; the drug prevents It. And look at his wrists." 


Santini saw the cuts and brulses, and tapped the wrist near the damage. Hawke nodded, and 
crossed his wrists briefly to pantomime Imprisonment. 


“Dominic, tf he walked away from his captors, do you think he could lead us back to where he was 
belng held?" 


"How about It, String? Could you find your way back?" 


Hawke stered at him. He could tell from the Inflection that Dominic was asking a question, but 
the words meant nothing, no matter how hard he IIstened. 


“The police were right," Archangel sald gently. “He doesn't understand, elther, any more than he 
can speak. | don't know what sort of drug this Is, but It seems to short out the language 
processor of the braln." 


"Hellish stuff." Santini hid hls grow!ng fear and fished around In his Jacket pocket untIl he 
found his car keys, which he offered to Hawke. Then he tapped the younger man's arm near the 
needle marks. “What do you say, String?" 


Hawke blinked. He knew what Dom wanted; It was easy enough to deduce. But he was so very 
tiredec. 


Then he shrugged off all hls misgivings; he was the only one who knew where Axelrod was, and he'd 
overheard enough conversation during his Imprisonment to know, more or less, what the man was 
planning. The ransom demand must already have been made, or Michael wouldn't be here... 
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He took the keys, and struggled to his feet. Santin! helped him; Archangel Just watched as he 
headed toward the Jeep parked nearby. But the closer he approached It, the more slowly he moved. 
He stopped beside the vehicle, and hesitantly reached for the door handle. : 

But he couldn't bring himself to touch It. Shaking, he backed e step away. A hand touched his 
shoulder; conditioned by two days on the streets, he moved too fast, Jerking away and whirling to 
face a startled Dominic Santini. 

The older man held out a hand, spoke softly -- and there was pain In hIs eyes. Hawke shivered, 
and turned away. It had been selfish of him to come here, where Dominic would agonize over hin, 
out of some childish bellef that Dom somehow could make everything right, as he always had when 
Hawke was a chi lide He should have stayed away, hidden somewhere... 

Santinl moved closer, put both hands on Hawke's shoulders, and turned him around. He smiled 
gently, sympathetically. "Too wrecked to drive?" he InquiIred softly. “Okay, I'Ii drive. You 
just navigate." He pushed Hawke toward the passenger side, and climbed In behInd the wheel. 
Hawke grinned weakly; Dom always understood, and seemed to have a sixth sense about the things 
Hawke needed to tell him but lacked the courage or the ability to put Into words. He opened the 
right-side door and paused, suddenly Iightheaded. 

"Well?" Santin! prompted when he didn't move. "String? C'mon..." 


But Hawke couldn't move. Both hands gripped the top of the door, and his head drooped. He heard 
Dominic's voice, but he couldn't respond. 


"Str ing. eel" 


It was as If that sIngle syllable finally released him. He collapsed as If all hfs bones had 
suddenly turned to powder. 


"String!" Santini scrambled to his sitde. "String?" 

He heard the tap of Archangel's cane behind him, and looked over his shoulder. 
“Is he alive?" the agent asked emotionlessly. 

"Yes. But he's hardly breathing, and his heart's going Itke a runaway engine..." 
“Let's get him aboard the Angel. The Firm can help, | should think." 

“Yeah...” 


Archangel! helped get Hawke aboard the helicopter. Marella, the pilot, was stil! at the controls 
when she saw him. "God, he's a mess..." 


"Yes." The senlor agent took his usual seat. Santini sat In the rear, cradling Hawke's uncon- 
sclous body. 


"Destination, sir?" She started the engines even as she spoke. 
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"Twenty-nine Palms." 


The answer surprised her -- and shocked Santini. "The Marine Corps base?" he Inquired. "Why 
there?" 


"Because we have operational agreements with them, and we can be sure nothing will leak from 
there. He'll be admitted and treated under maximum security." 


Santini nodded, and was stient for the rest of the trip, lost In hls own thoughts. 
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When they got back from the emergency room, Palmer went Into the Ifving room to give thelr pris- 
oner the Injection he should have recelved before they left. He stopped short. "Shit!" he 
whispered; then he turned. “Dr. Axelrod!" 


“What's your problem, Kelth?" The doctor was cranky, and his hand hurt In spite of the patn- 
kitlers an Intern had administered. He'd spent the drive back to the house plotting the punIsh- 
ment he would mete out to Hawke for this Insult. He entered the room -- and froze. 


The chains lay empty and discarded on the couch. Their prisoner was gone. 


Axelrod turned on his assIstant. "How did he get loose? He should've been too disorlented to 
get free! Have you been giving him his shots on time?" 


"Yes, sir!" The other man was emphatic. “Every stx hours, round the clock. Yes, sir!" 


The doctor considered Kelth Palmer a fat slob who lacked the courage or the Intelltgence to Ile, 
so =~ much to Keith's relief -- he did not demand a detailed accounting. "Well, we were going to 
send him home tomorrow, anyway, so | guess he has simply saved us the Inconvenlence. Let's get 
out of here before he brings the Firm down on our heads." 


“How? He can't communicate..." 


"He walked out. He can lead them back to this place, If he can make them understand. Which 
should not be Impossible. One must never underestimate the resourcefulness of one's opponents. 
i'm sure he won't be able to convey much more than that, however, and he'i! be dead In two or 
three days, regardless." 


Palmer was startled. “Dead? From what?" 


Axelrod shrugged carelessly. "In the dosage he was getting, aphasiase Is toxic," he explained. 
“| wanted to be certain he stayed disoriented. Apparently, that didn't work well enough. Get 
everything we need out of the house. | want to be gone In an hour." 


"Yes, sir!" Palmer scrambled to obey, wishing -- not for the first time -- that he had the 
courage to escape himself. He thought about their prisoner, crippled by the primary ection of 
the drug, fighting his way free, returning to his family and friends, only to be dead -- polsoned 
-- a day later. He shuddered, and deliberately averted his thoughts as he went about the evacua- 
tion plan. 


Half an hour later, a silver Monte Carlo backed out of the driveway and disappeared up the 
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Street. It was barely out of sight when the apartment buliding where Hawke had been held pris- 
oner exploded. The fire department was on the scene almost Immediately, but al! they could do 
was keep the blaze from spreading to nelghbourtng bulldings. There wasn't enough of the house 
left to try to save It. 


The local news reported It Immediately after the only mention of a blond stranger walking through 
Pasadena that alred before the police asked that tt be removed from the reports. The Firm did 


not notice either report; nelther did the conspIrators. 
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Angel One landed on the roof of the Infirmary at Twenty-nine Palms Merine Corps Base. Archangel 
had spent most of the flight In communication with varfous people, so Santin! wasn't surprised 
when a medical team met them on the roof and whisked the stIil-unconsclous Hawke away. Doggedly, 
the older man followed, not noticing that the hellcopter IIifted off at once, bearing Archangel 
back to his local office on the other side of the huge base. 


The senior agent and his alde each had work to do, and both went about it silently. Some hours 
later, Marella approached her supervisor's desk and walted diffidently, sltlently, until he 
noticed her. 

"Yes?" 

She took a deep breath. “Hawke received the aphasla drug by Injection. Is that correct, sir?" 


"The what drug?" He frowned. 


"Hawke's condition, the Impairment of the ability to use or understand speech, fs technically 
called aphasia, from the Greek phanTa..." 


"All right," he Interrupted, cutting off the explanation. “Yes. His arm Is laddered Iike a 
Junkle's." 


“This fs, we assume, the same drug they Intend to use on the town of SIimsville? And, later, 
against Los Angeles?" 


"According to thelr communication. You know that as wel! as | do, Marella. Get to the point." 


"If we could deduce the method they Intend to use to administer the drug, we might have a better 
chance of stopping them." 


"You have to know something more about the drug for that, more than just what It's done to one 
man." 


She nodded slowly. "Yes, sire The doctor Is takIng blood samples regularly, for analysis of the 
drug and Its behaviour. 


Archangel grinned. "i'l! bet he feels IIke a pincushion." 
“| doubt Hawke has any real awareness of It. [| called Medical a few minutes ago. He has yet to 


regain conscltousness. The doctor reports hIis primary concern now Is halting the convulsions. He 
hasn't had much luck so far." 
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The sentor agent stared at her, shocked. "Convulsions?" he repeated.» “He was starved, ex- 
hausted..." 


"eeeand drugged," she finished, her tone flat. "The doctor refuses to commit himself at this 
time, but there are several possibilities. It could be an Individual allergic reaction, an 
unpredictable side effect, toxicity, addiction withdrawal. There's no way to know. Dr. Willard 
refused to speculate on Hawke's chances of IIving until! mornings He says he's a doctor, not a 
soothsayer. I"ve requested hourly reports on Hawke's condition; he Is presently IIsted as 
critical." 


"Why didn't you tell me?" 

Marella spread her hands wide. "I just found out, sire" She spoke softly, understanding the 
distress In the man's eyes. "Sir, neither of us can help. We brought him here because we have 
contidence In Or. Willard. Cluttering up his treatment room would only hinder him. Besides, 
Dominic's there." 

“He must be half-crazy..." Archangel shook his head In grim sympathy. 


“Our problem still rematns, str..." 


He forced his attention back to the business at hand. Even If Hawke dled, he had to find a way 
to save Los Angeles from these terrorists. "Have you gotten any reports from Simsvi ile yet?" 


She nodded, glad to be on a less emotionally taxing sub ject. "Christine reports the town Is 
quiet and peaceful. It's a tarming community, and visitors are rare. She belleves there have 
been no strangers In town for a minimum of fourteen months. The townsfolk are enchanted with the 
concept of a visitor, as opposed to someone who stops for gas and directions on his way somewhere 
else. Her cover Is that of a photographer searching for anachronisms -- new machinery fn old 
bulldings, and similar odd juxtapositions of modern technology and local traditions." 


“Clever. Commend her for that choice of cover; It's very useful." Archangel leaned back In his 
chair, his fingers steepled. 


"Yes, sir. She has found no evidence of any recent Intrustons. The storekeeper told her the 
last stranger through town was a government dairy Inspector looking for the McMannis place, to 
which he was duly directed." 


“How long ago was that?" 


Marella grimaced. “He married McMannis's daughter, and they have an Infant son. Str, |! think we 
must tace the possibility that SImsvitle fs a bluff." 


The man sighed. "! am forced to belleve you may be right, Merella. Of course, thls anonymous 
*they' may have Intended to use Simsville and, for some reason, changed thelr minds." 


“Or they Intended us to watch Simsvitle while they set up shop somewhere else." 
“How many little towns like that are there In Callfornita, Merel la?" 


Instead of her usual machIne-IIke precision, she answered In tones of heartfelt de jection. "Too 
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many, sire Far too many." 
He brooded In stlence for a moment, then gestured for her to continue. 


She sighed. "The lab people are working on the drug analysis, top priority. We have to know 
more about It before we can speculate on how It must be administered. Most drugs that require 
Injection don't work as well If Inhaled, and hardly at all If Ingested. Yet this drug, which was 
Injected, must be presumed to work as well through Inhalation or Ingestion, or the threats to 
Stmsvilte and Los Angeles are worthless. They can't Inject hundreds or hundreds of thousands of 
people. 


"We have no reason to suppose this Is a vendetta almed at Hawke, and therefore, we must assume 
the terrorists belleve they can accomplish what they have threatened. |! belleve we may find some 
useful Information by collecting data on any correlations between the two municlIpalities." 


"That's your department, Marella. You don't need directives from me to run It." 


"No, sir. But two things are Immediately apparent. SImsville Is extremely rural, and most of 
the residents have private wells; the town supplies no municipal water. Since | cannot Imagine 
any method of contaminating food and having the entire city eat It, the only remaining possibil- 
Ity Is aertally dusting the town. They would need a fleet to dust LeA.; the metropolitan area 
covers approximately three thousand square miles." 


"That much?" 


"A generous area estimate, !tgnortng population densities, from Santa Ana to Ontarlo, west to the 
coast, north as far as San Fernando. The point fs, sir, that If they do have a fleet, even If 
It's composed of little single-engine crop-dusters, we aren't going to be able to protect Los 
Angeles without AIRWOLF." 


“What good Is AIRWOLF without Hawke to fly her?" 
Merella understood. "Sir, Hawke Is a virtuoso; no one denies that. But virtuosity Isn't always 
necessarye Dominic Santini Is a master pllot, and Caitlin O'Shaunessy Is a talented journeyman 


at the very least." 


Archange! shook his head. “Dominic won't leave Hawke, especially If the doctor Is that pessimis- 
tic about his chances for survival." 


“Then Cafttiin could fly her, and | em familiar with the Electronic Data Command Centre..." 


The man sighed wearily. "I'll call Caitlin, and see If 1 can convince her of the necessIty of 
all this. You stay on the primary problem." He reached for a telephone. 


"Yes, sir." 


*%& Ht 


CaltlIn worked the forest fire alone for ten days. The cameraman was efficlent enough, and good 
at his job, but she hardly knew him, and she was terribly worrled about Hawke. She received 
dally reports from SantinI; they were always negative. No word, no clue, no sign of Stringfellow 
Hawke, who seemed to have fallen off the face of the earth. 
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Then, on the tenth day, there was no call, and she began to pray even more fervently than before 
that this meant he was hot on a trall, and could not take time to contact her. She hardly dared 
hope It might mean Santini had found Hawke. 

She hardly slept that night, and tried to hurry breakfast. If he called, she wanted to be 
airborne; otherwise, half the camp would hear what they sald. No one spoke to her as she ate, 
and no one commented on her haste. 


She was alone In the chopper, warming It up, checking all systems, when SantinI Alr's frequency 
abruptly came to Itfe In her headset. 


"Angel One to Santini Three. Angel One to Santin!I Three. Caltiin? Do you read?" 


“Santini Three to Ange! One. I read you, Michael. What's up?" she Inquired with studled non- 
chal ance. 


"Can you come home? We need you." 


Her heart leapt In her throat. "I don't know," she admitted honestly. "We'll be done In another 
day or two..." 


"It's Important, Caitlin." 

"What's goIng on? Have.eseehave you found String?" 

"Yes." His flat tone made her shiver. "But he Is Incapacitated. We need the Lady, and you and 
Marella may well be teamed with her. Dominic won't want to leave Hawke's side, and I'm not 
Inclined to ask that of him." 


"How badly Is he hurt, Michael?" 


He sighed wearily. "He will probably be forced to retire. If he survives, which Is uncertain as 
of now. I'm sorry." 


"My God! What happened to him?" 


"{'d rather discuss this face to face. I'll pick you up at Ontario Airport, just glve me your 
ETA." 


"1"HL have to tell the director. How much of this can | admit?" 


"Tell him Hawke's been hospitalized In critical condition -- which ts true. Dominic Is alone, 
waltingee. You must've shot that fire every possible way by now, anyway." 


"True. Besides, It's practically out. Give me ninety minutes. If things go weird here, !'I1 
call you on this frequency." 


“Okay, ninety minutes. Out." 


The director was sympathetic. Caltlin packed everything belonging to Santin!I Alr, and made It to 
Ontarlo a few minutes early. The white Angel dropped to a landing a few rotor diameters away, 
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and Caltlin climbed out of her own craft. 


Much to her surprise, Marella wasn't plloting the Angel. Archangel nodded a grim greeting. 
"Caitlin, this Is Amber. She'll! take your chopper back to Van Nuys." ° 


She nodded. "! can fly this, so | assume you can handle a JetRanger." 


Amber smiled and nodded. "Certainly. Any special Instructions? Individual eccentricities of 
the chopper or the alrport? Or the hangar?" 


She was blonde, IIssome, obviously a native Callfornian. Caltlin wanted to hate her <= and 
couldn't. "Just the fact that the door Is locked. Here." She handed over her keys. "Good 
luck." 


"Okaye Good-bye." 


Caitlin climbed Into the seat Amber had vacated, and scanned the controls. Satisfied that she 
knew her way around the cockpit, she took the chopper up. "All right, Michael. Where to?" 


"Twenty-nine Palms Marine Corps Base." 

She was startied. "Why there?" 

"That's where Hawke Is being treated." 

"For what? What happened to him?" 

He told her everything they knew, which wasn't much, and she IIstened without comment. 


By the time they reached Archangel's office at Twenty-nine Palms, the sun was coming up over the 
desert, changing It from dark desolation to blindingly bright emptiness, and CaltliIn had herself 
firmly under control. She did not demand to see either Hawke or Santini. She left the Firm 
agent to his own work, and followed his Instructions to Marella's office. 


eee eH 


Lloyd's Corners was half the state away from Simsville, a leisurely two hour drive from Los 
Angelese- A small river ran out of the mountains and threw Itself at the town. A hydroelectric 
plant elght miles upstream provided the community with power, and the town sold electricity to 
the state power grid; the Income from the sale pald for the plant withtn ten years, and was now 
paytng for the new municipal water pumping station that supplied the entire community with 
running water from their prized river. Ltloyd's Corners was a prosperous, tight-knit little com- 
munity, with an established tourist trade and several new light Industries. It had a year-round 
population of approximately five thousand people. 


Just then, several! hundred strangers were in town, enjoying the hiking and fishing, camping In 
the mountalIns and coming Into town every few days for supplies. The city fathers were negotlat- 
Ing with Anheuser-Busch, who wanted to bulld a new brewery upstream. The discussions centered 
around water flow and purity; upstream from the power plant was a six-mile stretch of rapids that 
fulfilled kayakers’ wildest fantasles -- and that was under consideration for the Olympic Trials. 


There were so many strangers In the booming IIttle town that no one noticed the two silent men 


* 63 * 


with the small Winnebago who tanked up and headed out on Paradise Road. It paralleled the river 
as closely as terrain and ecological considerations would permit, and was the primary commuter 
route for employees at the power plant and pumping station, as well as the first leg of the com- 
monest route up Into the mountains. 


Several townsfolk noticed when the silver Monte Carlo came Into town and hardly slowed before 
hitting the tral! up the mountain -- but they were too busy to notice much, and assumed the 
strangers In the Bulck were golng to meet someone else. 


They were right. 


Daniel Moreland and Lee Fontenot had spent thelr week exploring and watching the pumping statton. 
They had the route down flat, and had Implemented the first stage of the plan two days earlier. 
They gave Axelrod an efficient briefing when he and Kelth Palmer Joined them. 


“It Isn't just a pumping station," Moreland lectured; he'd been an eng!Ineering Instructor at a 
Junior college. "They call It that because the full name Is too long for anything but the sign 
out front and the letterhead -- the Silver River Water Purification and Treatment Plant and 
Pumping Station, Lloyd's Corners, Callforniae. The locals just call It ‘the station,' mostly. 
They all understand the reference, Just as the Lloyd's Corners Hydroelectric Power Generating 
Plant Is just 'the plant" to everyone." 


"Yes, yes." The doctor was Impatient. "Have you gotten Inside yet?" 


"Certainty." Moreland was scornful. "I told them | was from a smal! town In Oregon and that we 
wanted to use the Lloyd's Corners mode! for our own economic growth. The locals were so flat- 
tered they gave us a gulded tour of every possible part of the station. We started two days ago. 
No one has taken any notice." 


“And while the Firm Is try!Ing to protect the Los Angeles pumping stations from the possibility of 
terrorist Infiltration and sabotage, Colone! Davies' IIttle custom-bullt afr force wlll be dust- 
ing selected sensitive areas of L.A. It doesn't matter how much they get, as long as the sub- 
jects are exposed to It steadily for the full one hundred seventy to one hundred elghty hours. 
dust think!" Axelrod leaned back In his chalr and smiled. "No more Inane television shows. 
We're goIng to hit Hollywood and the Immediate surroundings first and hardest; most of the net- 
work executives are there, to say nothing of the actors who IIve and work there. By this time 
next week, they won't be able to communicate In any human fashlon at any human level!" 


Fontenot grinned. "| wonder If anyone will notice." 


"The Firm will," the doctor replied positively. “And they'I! put pressure on the Governor, so 
we'll get paid. We can pick off the little towns around L.A. one at a time unt!I! we get our 
money. Then we can all go Iive somewhere else." 


“Sounds gooc to me," Moreland sald with a nod. “Dosing this town through the station Is simple. 
They have guided tours through the place every day. Just Join one, and drop a packet Into one of 
the settling tanks. They have no fear, and so are vulnerable. We dropped the first packet two 
days ago; we'll have to replace It today." 


Axelrod permitted himself a wintry smile. "Their lessons In the reality of human nature are 
upcoming." 
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He pulled a small note pad from his Jacket pocket and thoughtfully composed a short message. 
Satisfied with It, he tore the sheet off and handed It to Palmer. "Here, go back to L.A. and 
send this telegram the same way you did the first one. No silp-ups. When you're finished, come 
back here." ; 


"Yes, sir." He took the paper and stuffed It [Into his shirt pocket without looking at It. 
"Right away?" 


“As soon as you get there. But don't speed == | don't want you picked up for anything, you 
hear?® 


"Yes, sir." 


He was Just as glad to get away. He nelther IIked nor trusted Axelrod, and while the money had 
been good so far, he wondered If these fancy scientists would really be willing to split half a 
billion dollars evenly with an ordinary dip. 


Kelth Palmer was a pick-pocket; It was the reason he'd been recrulted In the first place. When 
he stopped to get gas for the Monte Carlo, he went Inside to buy a cold bottle of Coke and a 
candy bar; on the way out, he accidentally bumped Into another customer. Retflexively, without 
his really deciding to do It, his very talented hand IIfted the man's wallet, and dropped It Into 
hls own pocket. When he was ten miles down the road, he flipped the wallet open on the seat 
beside him. 


Eighty-seven dollars cash, a California driver's license, and a sizable collection of credit 
cards -- varlous department stores, American Express, MasterCard, Visa, an assortment of oll 
companies. Perfect. Now, he wouldn't have to IIft a wallet In L.A.; he could Just pull over and 
make the call, using one of the credit cards, and then head back. He might even have time to 
stop for lunch. He was getting really sIck of microwaved dinners. 
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Two hours north of Los Angeles, at an airfield hastily carved out of an alfalfa fleld, Colonel 
Jeffrey Davies happIly paced around his chopper. This was the sweetest Job he'd ever had. In 
the twenty years he'd free-lanced as a soldier all over the world, he'd never before had a job 
that offered so much emotional satisfaction. He'd arranged for Stringfellow Hawke to finally get 
his just deserts, and now, with this massive blackmall scheme workIng out perfectly, there was no 
reason to assume he wouldn't be stinking, filthy rich by this time next month. 


He toyed with the notion of taking all the money, and cutting Axelrod and his handful of gophers 
out completely. But there was no need to be greedy. There would be plenty of money; half a 
billfon dollars made lots and lots of milltons, and he figured that most of the underlings would 
be quite satistied with thelr twenty milllon each. He and Axelrod, as the commanders, would 
split the rest. 


Of course, the money wouldn't buy happiness. For that, he had only to think about Stringfellow 
Hawke, speechless, Ignorant of the spoken word. It was too poetically perfect... 


Hawke had been a mercenary for a while, trying to get a IIne on his MIA brother. And stnce Hawke 
could fly circles around him, especltally In helicopters -- which Davies never had and never would 
admit tn public -- Davies was extremely Jealous. The unit commander, Glenn Jackson, had known 
Hawke when they were both Shamrocks under Vidor In Viet Nam, and Instantly put the newly re- 


* 65 * 


crulted Hawke In command of the Cobra squadron, demoting Davies to his wingman. 


The operation was based In Thatland -- a wild filght Into Cambodia, looking for American POWs. 
Like Hawke, most of the men were there for personal reasons, which was why the separate squadron 
leaders were all professional mercenaries. So when Hawke was given the Cobra squadron, Davies 
protested. 


dackson gave him the dressIng-down of his life, right there on the field, and he had to stand 
there and take It. The entire unit was listening, which was bad enough; but right there, not 
thirty feet away, had been the slim blond figure of Stringfellow Hawke, Impassive, uncaring, not 
saying a word, but seeing everything, hearing everything... 


Davies had hated him from that moment, but Hawke made It worse during the mission by silently as- 
suming the other man would stil! function loyally as his commander's wingman. The very expecta- 
tion forced him to do It, since the entire squadron would see If he'd abandoned Hawke In combat. 


The misston was a fallure; no POW camp existed where they'd gone to look, and they had to fight 
thelr way out. Safely back In Thalland, emotionally and physically dratned, the volunteers went 
off to drown thelr sorrows. A large group -- Including Davies, Jackson, and Hawke -- ended up 
together In a bar. 


Hawke was a gloomy person at the best of times; having just falled to rescue his brother yet 
again, he was positively waspish. But when Davies tried to pick a fight, he'd sImply stared at 
him, through him, silent and withdrawn. Without so much as a word, Hawke had simply retreated, 
leaving Davies standing In the middle of a tavern -- with witnesses chuckIIng Into thelr drinks 
at his discomfIture. 


It was unforglveable. 


Davies had to concern himself with surviving, so when Hawke vanished from that underground II fe, 
he'd forgotten about him -- except when some of the witnesses, all of whom were mercenaries 
working the same circults as Davies, retold the story. 


it haunted him for elght years, whIle he sought the proper revenge. 


He'd been aware of the operation when Mase Taggert and his crew stole the HX! prototype, and 
found out about Hawke, hIs apparent reenlistment with the Firm, and his possession of the lost 
AIRWOLF. When he heard the chopper had been stolen from Qaddatf!, he was willing to bet Hawke 
had done It -~ for even In 'Nam, Hawke was a Firm agent. The story of the destruction of the HX! 
by AIRWOLF -- In fair combat -- spread throughout the mercenary underground. Stringfellow Hawke 
was afleld agaln. 


And If he was afield, he could be reached. 
Davies reached him. 


He harboured fantastes of somehow finding and claiming AIRWOLF as pert of his share of the booty, 
but L.A. would be a looteble Jungle In a few weeks, and he also harboured fond thoughts of 
landing a big cargo chopper on Rodeo Drive and stripping the exclusive shops there. He didn't 
know where Hawke kept AIRWOLF, and refused to waste his valuable time lookIng for It. Without 
Hawke to fly It, It was no threat to their plans, so !t could safely be abandoned, wherever It 
was, to rust In peace. 
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The Inadvertent pun made him chuckle, and he went Inside the hast!ly erected Quonset hut they 
used as a shelter. The elghteen other pilots were out with thelr choppers; he wanted all ten 
craft in one place as little as possible, so the locals wouldn't suspect. Most of the helicop- 
ters weren't designed for crop-dusting, and the add-on sprayers changed their handling character- 
Istics drastically; his boys were out practicing. 


He glanced at the boxes of the drug stacked along one wall, and shuddered. Horrible stuff. He 
was glad It took repeated exposure over a week's time to atfect the brain permanently. Even so, 
the pllots were Instructed to start their runs low and to end them high. The spraying patterns 
were designed to keep the choppers from flying through areas that another might have already 
sprayed. The stuff hung In the alr [Ike a fog when sprayed, but It was undetectable with spe- 
clally callbrated Instruments -- no smell, no colour, dispersed In a mist so fine It might feel 
like dew on bare skine The perfect blackmal! drug. The victims wouldn't know what hit them 
unti! the first symptoms appeared -- and by then, It was too late. 


The Colone! chuckled happIly to himself, and glanced at his watch. Time to head up to Lloyd's 
Corners; the good Doctor Axelrod Insisted on performing one final experiment, and wanted the town 
dusted, so the airborne dose would be the symptom-actIvator for most of the victims. And, 
sensibly, he wanted to be evacuated by alr beforehand. The hellicopter would give him a good 
vantage point from which to study the onset of the aphasia epidemic. 


Davies started up his Cobra and took off, stil! smilinge Five more days before they hit Hol ly- 
wood. He was Impatient to get on with It. 


eee He H 


When dawn broke, the questing fingers of lemon-coloured sunlight found thelr way past a set of 
sheer curtains shielding an eastern window, and IIt up a silent room In the Infirmary of the 
Twenty-nine Palms Marine Corps Base. 


There were two men In the room. One lay, stIll and pale, on a narrow hospital bed; the other, an 
older man who looked even older than he was, slept In the room's single chair, which was pulled 
up close beside the bed. Neither man was a Marine. 


As the room brightened, Dominic Santini stirred, and straightened In his chair, blinking at the 
Ifght. He glanced at his watch; he'd been asleep for an hour and a half. He turned his atten- 
tion to the still figure on the bed, and Imagined he saw a small movement. 


"String?" he called softly. But there was no response, and no further movement. His expression 
settled !n sadder, older IInes as the momentary hope faded. At least Hawke was allvee It had 
been a long night, filled with fear. The younger man had been Incoherent, delirious; his convul- 
stons had been frighteningly violent, and almost constant. 


Santini shivered. He'd spent sleepless nights up with sick kids before. He'd spent more than a 
few with Satnt John and String -- and that was always double trouble, because when one was sick 
or hurt, the other always suffered with him. He remembered teasing them about belng the Corsican 
Brothers, about being the world's most disparate twins -- four years apart, and always several 
Inches and a few pounds... 


String had never caught up with his older brother. All thelr IIves, Saint John had been taller, 
heavier, stronger, growing “old enough” first, and golng away -- away to school, to camp, to 
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tlying lessons, to solo, to the Army, to the Firm... 

“But he always came back and made everything all right..." Santini whispered to himself. “UntI} 
the last time..." He shuddered, then shut up quickly when the quiet figure on the bed moved. He 
held his breath as Hawke woke up and looked blankly around the room. | 

"Hey, String, It's okayeoe" 

The voice startled Hawke, who hadn't seen the other man, but when he turned his head and recog- 
nized his companion, he smiled tiredly. Moving slowly, as If every motion, however slight, was 
painful -- which was entirely possible, Santini realized, remembering the night-long series of 


muscle-wracking selzures -~ Hawke reached toward him. 


The older man couldn't resist that silent plea, didn't even consider trying. He leaned forward 
and took Hawke's hand, hiding hIs reaction to the weakness he felt there. 


Hawke's smile began to fade sleepily, and he settled back into the pillow. He was obviously 
falling asleep again. "Sure, go back to sleep, kids Everything'I!1 be all right..." Santini 
spoke quietly, wondering If the other man could tell he was lying. 


Hawke smiled again. “Sure, Dom..." he murmured, not opening his eyes. 


For a moment, Santini was so startled he could nelther move nor speak. Then he did both, exces- 
sively. "String!" he yelpec. "String! Say that again! Say anything again!" 


Tired and grumpy, Hawke opened one eye and growled, "Damn It, Dom..." Then he consctously 
realized what the other man already had -- the aphasia was gone. Slowly, a real smile dawned, 
Itghting his eyes with Incredulity. He sat up, leaning back agatnst the headboard, his attention 
turned Inward, seeking evidence of the change, proof of the nightmare. 

"Str ingee.?" 


“t'm all right, Dom," he reported, a little dazed by the truth of hIs own words. His own words! 
“i'm all rlght...!" He trembled uncontrollably. 


“Hey! What's wrong now?" 


Hawke shook off the reaction. “l...! was sure It was permanent," he stated the horror flatly. 
"One of the last things | understood him to say was that It was Irreversible." 


“Well, § guess he iled." 
"Yeah..-e1'm all right. 1 am making sense, aren't 12" 
Santini laughed at the anxious question. “As much as you ever have, String." 


"And | can understand you Just fine... ! need to read something!" he demanded suddenly. “Any- 
thing!" 


The older man pulled the clipboard off the foot of the bed. With studied nonchalance, he tossed 
tt onto the bed, where Hawke snatched It up. 
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"Yes!" he laughed delightedly. "| Canesereadesetooe.se” His glee faded as the words he was 
reading registered. He read the chart all the way through to the end, then looked up at his 
companion, who met his eyes calmly. "{! think," he sald slowly, "that I'm glad ! don't remember 
any of this!" He looked down at his arms, saw the brulses left by the physiclan's assistant and 
by Dominic when they'd fought to hold him down. The needie tracks on his left arm were matched 
by others on his right now, from the blood samples the doctor had taken every twenty minutes 
during the night -- when the selzures permitted. 


"| wish I didn't!" Santini was emphatic. "For a skinny little guy, you're awfully strong!" He 
paused a moment, then looked up and met Hawke's eyes. “You scared me, Strings The doc thought 
you were gonna dle." 


Hawke accepted the love in that statement awkwardly, studyling the bedcovers for a long moment. 
Then he took a deep breath to steady his voice. “Well, that Just makes two people who are golng 
to be real surprised to see me walking and talking." 


"Which two? Michael's been getting hourly reports on your condition, and I've been here all 
along. The only one who doesn't know what's golng on here Is Caitline At least, | didn't call 
her. Maybe Michael did; he didn't say, but | haven't seen him stnce we got you here." 


"!| meant Dr. Axelrod, and the doctor here. | want to meet Axelrod one more time. Him and his 
flunky Keith..." His volce sank to a low snarl. 


“Why? Especially." 


Hawke stretched, and leaned back; he was tired, and he ached all over. "Axelrod had a \little 
pocket microrecorder with him all the tlme, and he treated me IIike another laboratory experiment. 
He'd stand there, beside the couch they had me chained to, and dictate notes! And up until the 
last day or so, | was so high | couldn't even snarl at him." 


"HIgh?" Santin! repeated, surprised. 


Hawke nodded slowly. "The world tasted Iike Iimes with sugar," he reported, his tone emotion- 
less, but hIs eyes dark and haunted. "I was floating In a golden cloud. Gravity didn't affect 
me, the chalns didn't bother me-..- Nothing mattered but whether Kelth would come sround with the 
next shot before the goldenness faded..." He shuddered, and looked down at the fading needle 
merks In hIs left arm. “It wase.-everything, Dom. I! wasn't aware of time, or space, or the fact 
that they weren't feeding me..." He took another deep breath as he searched for a metaphor of 
suffictent power. “Dom, | think that If Satnt John and Gabrielle had come In, hand [n hand, | 
probably wouldn't've noticed. I! know | wouldn't've cared." 


“My Godeee™ The older man was awed. 

"Yeah. But It doesn't last. How long has It been, anyway? 1! couldn't keep track." 

"Today's the twentieth. You were kidnapped ten days ago, and you showed up at the hangar yester- 
day afternoon... The police sald they got reports of people sighting you from Pasadena, walking 
west, for about two days- So you were a prisoner for about six days." He tallied the days on 


his fingers. "Almost seven." 


Hawke was startled by the length of time Involved, but simply went on with his story. "When that 
golden haze finally faded for good -- and with every shot, It faded sooner; | guess I was devel- 
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oping a tolerance for It, or something -- but when It faded, {! couldn't talk or understand or 
read, and Axelrod and his flunky got downright patronizing. Finally, Axelrod came over and 
patted me on the head, like | was some kind of pet." His eyes flashed as he remembered his 
anger. 

“What did you do?" 

"| bit him." Hawke laughed, only then seelng the humour of It; his companion chuckled. "I was 
chained down, ! couldn't've hit him. When he left -- | assume to get the finger fixed, ‘cause | 


damned near bit It In half -- | finally got the chalns off and got out of there." 


"Any tactic that works Is good tactics," Santini grinned. Then his expression turned rather sly. 
"How good do you really feel, String?" 


The younger man shrugged. "Fine. I'm hungry, and thirsty, and | ache all over. I could sleep 
for a week. But I'm okay, Dom, really." 


"Yeah? Well, try standing up." 


Hawke shrugged an acknowledgement, and tossed off the covers. He stood up confidently, wavered a 
moment, then stood steady on his feet. "See? I'm okay, Dom. All ! really want ts breakfast." 


"How about breakfast with Michael? He's going to want to grill you; this Or. Axelrod you're so 
tond of Is trying to hold the state of California up for half a billion dollars." 


(On? 

"Or he'll do to L.A. what he did to you." 

Hawke froze. The prospect was too horrible to contemplate. He remembered his own helpless fury 
and frustration, and the difficulty with which he had restrained himself from violence. To 
Imagine the miilfons of people In metropolitan Los Angeles similarly and simultaneously affected 


was to contemplate a nightmare of madness and terror. 


"My God!" he whispered. He knew Axelrod was planning world-class blackmal! -- but he never 
Imagined It might be planned on so tremendous a scale. 


Just then, the door opened. He whirled to face It, still on edge. The doctor stopped short at 
the sight of his patient on his feet. 


“Dr. Harrison Willard, Stringfellow Hawke," Santin! Introduced them, grinning. 
Willard was no fool. He studied his patient a moment, then stuck out his hand. "Mr. Hawke..." 


Hawke smiled as he shook the doctor's hand. "I hear i gave you some trouble last night, Dr. 
Willard. But | don't remember It." 


The doctor smiled back. "Be glad," he advised. "!t was no fun at all for us; It was less fun 
for youe That's probably why you don't remember. | take It Mr. Santini has briefed you?" 


"Yeah, and | read the chart." He tipped his head to one side quizzically. "Can you figure out 
why | can talk now and couldn't before?" 
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“Before what?" Willard asked flippantly. Then he shook his head. "Not off the top of my head, 
Mr. Hawke. What are you doling on your feet?" 


"Standing," Hawke returned the fllppancy. "I really want breakfast, and I"ve got to talk to 
Archangel as soon as possible. WI!l you let me out of here? ['m fine!" 


"Not so fast, Mr. Hawke. SIx hours ago, | wouldn't've bet an Ice cream sundae on your chances of 
being alive this morning. You sit down right there. You're getting a physical before you get so 
much as a glass of water." 


“I'm alive, I'm walking, and I'm talking," Hawke growled, hls good humour fading. "If 1 fall 
down, you can come collect the body. This Is Important..." 


“And your [Ife Isn't?" 


Santini froze. Never, In all the years he'd known Stringfellow Hawke, had he ever dared to ask 
him that question. 


Hawke's eyes were Icy. "Not particularly," he sald evenly. "Not compared to the lives of 
everyone In metropolitan Los Angeles. Aren't those millions worth a little risk?" 


Willard stered at him. Then he sighed. "AI!l right, all right. 1% suppose you'd IIke your 
clothes? Anything else?" 


Suddenly, Santini laughed. "Yeah, thanks, doc. We're golng to need a car and driver, too. We 
don't Know where Archangel's office Is, and this base of yours Is too big to wander around on 
foot." 


“Just call him," the doctor suggested, puzzled. "He's been anxlous enough to know how Mr. 
Hawke's doing..." 


"Oh, no! We couldn't do that! Michael's a very busy man! We'll just drop by hIs office and 
WAVE. ee" 


Hawke laughed quietly. "Dom, you're Incorrig!bie!" 


Willard grinned. “His hourly status report Is due. | won't send It. You'd get there first, 
anyway." 


“Thanks, doce You're terrific." 


eee et & 


Archangel sat at his desk, staring at Marella's 0600 s!tuation update. The Governor refused to 
believe the terrorists were serious -- and where would the State get that much money, anyway? 
Christine, his agent on location In Simsville, couldn't find any evidence there was anyone In 
town who didn't belong there. The chemistry laboratory was making no significant progress toward 
Identifying the drug. And the last progress report from the Infirmary sald Hawke was stif! un- 
consclous, but seemed to be holding his own, which was progress of sorts. HIs condltlon had been 
upgraded to stable, and he was off the critical I!tst. 


* 72 * 


\e 


a@ 


a 


“Where the hell am | going to get the money to pay these lfunatics, If we can't find them In 
time?" he muttered. "And why can't we find them?" 


Marella shrugged. "The tral! Is cold, sir. | have found something new, however." 
He brightened marginally. "Oh? What Is I+?" 


“Well, the L.A.P.D. has records of a series of sightings of Hawke after he escaped and started 
back to Van Nuys. The first was In a lower middle class nelghbourhood In Pasadena. The signifI- 
cance Is that It's the only sIghting In which he wasn't heading as directly toward Van Nuys as 
humanly possible, considering the handicaps under which he was operating." 


“Oh? Goon -- I'm fascinated." 


“He was headed southeast, but changed direction twice. If we assume he was attempting to lose a 
tall or confuse any pursuit -- | assume the drug does not significantly Impair the Intellect -- 
It would place his captors' base very near there. Approximately three hours after this sighting, 
@ house not three blocks away exploded. There was nothing left. Fire department Investigators 
speculate that high explosives or a large amount of propane contributed to the blast. It could 
not have been an accident." 


"So the terrorists blew up the house when they discovered his escape," Archangel mused thought- 
fully. 


"So It would appear. The bullding was a four-unIt apartment, owned by a corporation specializing 
In low-Income housing. They were not Inclined to be cooperative; ! had to threaten them with the 
health department, bullding safety Inspectors, and the |.R.S. But they finally rolled over." 


“What did you get?" 


She permitted herself a slight smile. "Three apartments were vacant; one was occupied. It had 
been leased to a man named Danfel Moreland. He was an engineering Instructor at Angeles Valley 
Junior College until last semester, when he suddenly resigned. He associated with leftists who 
talked about terrorism; one of his fellow Instructors says Moreland belonged to what he jokingly 
referred to as a terrorist fan club. Among the other members of this club Is a biochemist 
specializing In cerebral proteins and enzymes. His name Is..." 


*...Dr. James Axelrod," a new volce Interrupted from the doorway. 


"Hawke!" Archangel gasped In undisgulsed shock. Marella froze at the sight of him. “You're... 
How can you possibly be all right?" 


He shrugged, and walked Into the office. "! don't know. Clean IIving and fresh alr? Your guess 
Is as good as mine. The doctor Is still working on It. But I'm not all right, quite." 


"What's still wrong?" Marella Inquired hes!tantly, refraining from commenting on how worn out he 
looked. 


He sat down, weary from the trip across the base. "I'm hungry," he sald plaintively. "The only 
thing I've had to eat In the last ten days Is part of a Hershey bar. {'m hungry, and everyone 
just smiles and Ignores me, damn It! | know !'m making sense; these are real words coming out of 
my mouth..." 
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Santini guffawed; Hawke glared at him. 


Smiling, Marella went to the phone on the credenza and ordered breakfast for four, with no meat 
products. 


Archangel couldn't decide whether to laugh or not. Finally, he shook his head, smiling sllghtly. 
"You're cured. 1! don't recall ever hearing that many words from you In the course of an entire 
day, Hawke, much less In a single paragraph. Maybe the doctor wound you up too tight, and you 
should go back and have him readjust you for your usual enlgmatic sIlences." 


“Ill readjust your outlook on life with a nine-pound sledge," his agent offered with diserming 
mildness. "Dr. Willard was great, even If he stiil doesn't know what It was he did soritght. If 
anythinge The aphastase must've done this to me." 


"The what?" Archangel and his alde both pounced on the word. 


"That's what Axelrod calls the stuff. Just what's been golng on out here? | haven't had a 
chance to get caught up yet." 


Marella briefed him, and he nodded thoughtfully, hls eyes vacant as he strove to remember what he 
had seen and heard while a prisoner. “Daniel Moreland's one of them. HIs partner's name Is 
Lee..eLee Fontenot. | don't know how he spells It. Axelrod's flunky Is one Kelth Palmer. 
They're all Americans. So far as | know, there's just the four of them. Where did you say the 
second demonstration was supposed to be?" 


"The township of Simsville...™ 


Frowntng In concentration, Hawke shook his head. "No, that's just what they told the Governor. 
it's a blind, a decoy. If I think about It right, | can hear what they sald over my head while | 
was drugged." He shook his head hard, as [f trying to shake out the facts he wanted. “And If | 
can replay It, 1! can understand It now. My memory wasn't scrambled, Just my hearing comprehen- 
Slone Let's see... Axelrod was yelling at Kelth for belng an Idlot -- which he was -=- and 
finally told Lee and Daniel to leave... ‘Take the camper,' he sald, ‘and...get up to...'" His 
voice trailed away. "Dammit, | can't hear the name." He leaned back In his chafr and looked at 
Mareila. “Tell me more," he suggested. "Maybe something you say wil! trip It." 


“All right," she nodded. "Since you confirm Axelrod's Involvement, there's no polnt In continu- 
ing with the possible justifications for considering him a suspect. Dld you hear anything about 
how they're planning to administer the drug to the population of a city? Obviously, the method 
they used on you would not be practical." 


Hawke was saved from having to answer; breakfast arrived. He sat where he was, enjoying the 
smells, while the Marine cook set up a buffet on the credenza. No one spoke untI! the Marine had 
gone. 


“Well, you were the one who sald you were starving," Santin! teased. 
The erstwhile prisoner threw him a crooked grin, and got up slowly. The food smelled wonderful, 
but he suddenly doubted whether he could eat. He settled for a small amount of scrambled eggs 


and plain toast, and went back to his chair. Marella served Archangel, and took a glass of 
orange Julce for herself. Santini piled his plate high and settled down to eat It, completely 
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unashamed. 


Just as they began to eat, the office door opened again, admitting a young alde. "Sir, the 
Governor has recelved another telegram." She handed the copy to Archangel and assumed perade 
rest at the side of his desk. 

He scanned It quickly. “Damn! They admit the sub ject town Is not SImsville, but do not say what 
town It wil! be. ‘The choice wil! become apparent within the next twenty-four hours,' It says 
here." 


Hawke swallowed. "That means they've been there for a week, drugging the people. It takes 
several days of almost constant exposure for It to take effect." 


"Hey, String, won't they all be high, ike you were?" Santini wondered aloud. 


Archangel looked sharply at the agent, who shook his head. "No, Axelrod sald the high only 
atfects sub jects who are Injected." 


"That may be due to the comparatively large amount of the drug and of its Impact on the metabo- 
lism," Marella suggested. “Did he do any experlments Involving Inhalation and ingestlon?" 


"He sald he dide He sald they were Injecting me because they wanted to keep me dlsorlented. 
They were afraid It'd escape." 


“And you did, despite thelr precautions," Santini! pointed out. 
"Yeah." 


"They told us they were golIng to release you," Marella sald.e "You were supposed to be the first 
demonstration that their threats were not empty. Then Simsville was to be next." 


"Do you belfleve he can do what he claims, Hawke?" Archangel asked. 

He considered the question carefully. "I know the drug works under controlled conditions," he 
said slowly. "Obviously, |! can't know ff It works any other way. But Axelrod belleves It will. 
He was perfectly confident. He was even making jokes about how, this time next month, all the 
television executives In LeAe would be aphasic, and wondered If anyone would be able to tell. 
He's sure It works." 

The sentor agent nodded thoughtful ly. 

“No way to trace the telegram?" SantinI asked. 

Archangel! glanced at the waiting alde, who shook her head. "No, sir. Just as with the first 
telegram, this was ordered by phone, and pald for with a stolen credit card. This one was stolen 


about two hours before the call was made, In a small town called Lloyd's Corners." 


Hawke sat bolt upright. "That's It! That's where Axelrod sent Daniel and Lee! Lloyd's Corners! 
They've been putting the drug In the water at the treatment plant there." 


"Lioyd's Corners? Where the hel! fs Lloyd's Corners?" Archangel demanded. 
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“Two hours north-northwest of Los Angeles, near Bakersfield," Marella answered. She glanced at 
the aide, who nodded, turned, and left. “We'll have a data pack In a few minutes." 


"{ can find It," Hawke stated. “Michael, get me a chopper, wil! you?" 
"What for? You're In no shape to..." 
“Just get me the chopper. I'm In no mood to argue." 


it was a silent, tense due! of wills -- and Hawke won. The senfor agent sighed wearlly. "All 
right. Your driver will be out front. But keep In touch, wif! you?" 


“Sure, Michael. Keep a clean-up crew on call. | can't see Axelrod fighting; you'l! probably get 
custody of him, unless the Governor wants to shoot him." 


"He just might, espectally ff | succeed In convincIng him that the threat Is real." 


Hawke set his plate aside and stood up. The food was as wonderful as It smelled, and he felt 
more human now than he had In days he could not even estimate. "Oh, yeah, one more thing. Can 
you find out why they picked on me? 1! never heard of the guy before, and they specifically went 
up to the film site In the woods to get me, no one else." He frowned. “Axelrod knew me, sort 
of. He sald he'd been advised that | was dangerous, and that he trusted his advisor. {'m real 
Interested In knowing who this ‘advisor' fs.® 


“We'll work on It," Archangel agreed. “Oh, yes, do you want Caltlin? She's here." 

Santini glanced at Hawke, who grinned. “Sure. Send her down to meet us." 

"All right. Be careful, Hawke. We almost lost you once this week..." 

“| didn't think you cared, Michael." Grinning wickedly, he left the office. 

Downstairs by the front entrance, Santini went out to chat with the Marine driver walting In 
their Jeep. Hawke stayed Inside; the building was alr-conditioned, and he'd already found the 
desert sun especlally debilitating. He leaned against the wall, and wondered how long It would 
take Caltlin to get there. He had his eyes closed -- he was tired -- when he heard the unmitstak~ 
able rhythm of her sharp-toed boots on the tiled floor. He walted until she had taken two steps 
past him -- he was sround the corner, and she hadn't seen him -- before he spoke. "Caitlin." 

She Jumped, and he saw the marks of sadness vanish from her face as she recognized him. He felt 
& filcker of gulit; he was playing games with her emotions, toying with her, and I+ bothered him 


to find such a crue! streak in himself. 


"String! Are you all right? Michael told me..." She shut up suddenly when she saw the slow way 
he moved. “You're not all right, are you?" 


He grinned faintly as he pushed himself away from the wall. "Well, let's just say {'m Immeasur- 
ably better today than | was this time yesterday." 


"Was Michael! making It all up? He said you'd been drugged, that you couldn't talk, ores.” 


"Caitlin." She shut up, rebellton still clear tn her eyes. Smilitng, Hawke shook his head, slid 
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one arm around her walst, and headed out the door. "I'll explain It all to you on the way to the 
Lair. It's a tong story, but | don't think Michael exaggerated. There wasn't room." 


Automatically courteous, he opened the door for her. She felt him sway as the desert heat struck 
them, and straightened a little. He was In worse shape than he would admit, but If he wanted to 
lean on her, she certainly wouldn't ob ject! 
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Four hours later, AIRWOLF reached Lloyd's Corners. They flew over the town once, scanning for 
surprises. Then Hawke brought the wicked black helicopter down for a pertect landing In the 
visttors' parking lot at the water treatment plant. He and Santini climbed out, leaving Caltlin 
In the co-p!ilot's seat with the engine running, the rotor turning lazily. 


A guided tour of the plant was scheduled to begin In a few minutes, and a small crowd had gath- 
ered at the door, mostly bus!nessmen exploring the economic planning that made Lloyd's Corners so 
successful. The tntense blond man In the grey flight sult effortiessly threaded his way through 
the crowd; one look at his expression was enough to convince the businessmen that they didn't 
want to attract his attention. Hls aura of suppressed violence was Impressive enough that few of 
them even noticed the older man who followed along behind him like a bodyguard. 

Inside the plant, Hawke paused long enough for his eyes to adjust to the dimmer light. This was 
a reception erea, with a beautifully tiled floor and a spectacular Italian Renaissance fountain 
that drew his attention. There was a faint citrus odour... 


Stlff-legged, he walked to the fountain, as If approaching a grizzly's den. Puzzled, Santini 
watched as he touched a finger to the water, sniffing It warily. 


Ever so falntly, Hawke smelled IImes. He reacted violently, scrubbing hIs hand off on his flight 
sult, and backed away from the fountaln. 


"String?" 


"Stay away from the water, Dom," he growled, scanning the reception area for elther the manager 
or thelr suspects. 


"Why?" 


"it smells IIke IImes. If you drink It, or Inhale It, there aren't any warning side effects, 
remember ?" 


"Oh." Santini gave the fountain a wide berth. He'd seen how the drug affected Hawke; he wanted 
nothing to do with It. 


“| want the manager of this place..." Hawke spotted a man In a grey pinstripe sult; he wore an 
Identification badge that marked him as an employee. 


"Can | help you?" the man Inquired coolly. "The tour doesn't start for a few minutes..." 
"Cancel It. You have to shut this plant down, right now.” 


The man -- his badge said he was Wm. Geary, Plant Manager -- stiffened. "! do not have to do 
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anything of the sort. And certainly not on the word of a total stranger." 


Hawke took a deep breath, and tried to tighten his hold on his temper. "My name Is Stringfellow 
Hawke. Call the Governor, and ask him If he hasn't recelved a ransom demand for half a billion 
dollars. If you do not shut this plant down, Lioyd's Corners wil! be a ghost town In a few days; 
the water Is contaminated. It's been polsoning your townspeople for nearly a week." 


“Our tests show no contamination. And there have been no complaints. You must be mistaken, Mr. 
Hawke. {| think you should leave." He gestured to a security guard, who started for them. 


Santini, a few steps away and ready to back his friend's play no matter what, saw the flash of 
anger In his eyes. Hawke would not give up; the plant manager's attitude was only a chal lenge. 
He kept part of his attention on the approaching guerd. 


Hawke's reaction to Geary's patronizingly superciiious tone was brutal and lightning swift. 
Before anyone could make a move to stop him, he grabbed the manager's collar In hIs left hand and 
held him tightly while his right hand held the Icy muzzle of his automatic pistol under Geary's 
chin, forcing the man up on his toes. When he spoke, the words were soft as velvet -- and, 
somehow, far more intimidating because of that very gentleness. 


“Listen to me very carefully. The water has been adulterated with a dangerous, possibly toxic 
chemical. If you do not shut this plant down right now, today, this minute, and dratn all the 
holding tanks and reservoirs, | personally will blow your entire plant sky-high. Your cholce. 
Meke Itt. You have ten seconds." 


Geary wheezed and choked, stammered and shivered and rolled his eyes, but Hawke's hold didn't 
loosen, and his face was Implacable. "Five seconds." 


"“But.-ebut.../ can't!" the manager protested desperately. “There are families out there, small 
chitdren..." 


"They'll manage on bottled water. The alternative !s death. Decide. Three seconds... TwOeee 
One..." 


"All right!" 


Hawke dropped him Instantly, and lowered the gun, although he didn't put It away. "Call the 
Governor," he ordered. "You need confirmation and authorization. He'l! send a disaster team, 
and trucks of water. Just tell him how long It will take to flush out your system from end to 
end.“ 


The manager gaped at him. This was Insane! No terrorist -- for such he belleved Hawke to be -- 
would Instst on organizing relfef. "You mean this Its real?" 


"Of course, It's real!" Hawke snapped. "Now, | need to know If you've seen any of these people 
here at the plant or anywhere else In town In the last week." He took a folder from Inside his 
tlight sult and filpped !t open. Four photos == the four known consp!irators' Callfornia drivers' 
!Icense photogrephs. 


Geary shivered, and bent to study the pictures. He blinked In surprise, and looked up nervously. 


"They've been our guests for most of the last week," he admitted. "This one, Dan Moreland..." 
He pointed to the proper photo. "...he's a politician from a little town In Oregon. They want 
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to pick our brains so they can try to emulate us. This one's with him, his name's something 
French..." 


"Lee Fontenot." 


“Yes, that's the name. | only saw the other two once, early this morning. 1! don't know their 
names." 


"Okay." Hawke put the folder away. "Do you know where they are now?" 


"! couldn't say. They were here this morning. Dan mentioned they were leaving soon. Perhaps 
they already have." 


"Did you hear any discussion of their plans, thelr Intentions or destinations?" 


Geary frowned In concentration. "I think | heard the bIlg man grumb!Ing. He sald alrplanes were 
bad enough, but helicopters were for dunatics." 


Hawke grinned mirthlessly. "Maybe that's true, but he'll! regret the remark. Kelth Isn't very 
bright. All right, you call the Governor. We'll take care of these guys. Are there any sched- 
uled helicopter services here? Or any hellpads?" 


The manager shook his head. “No. But | suppose a helicopter could tand In most of the larger 
perking lots In town..." 


The agent was honestly amused. "Of course. | landed mine In your visitors’ lot." Before Geary 
could react, he turned on his heel and headed out the door, Santini trailing behind him. The 
security guerd had retreated slightly when Hawke released the manager. 


Back aboard AIRWOLF, the older man began both long- and short-range scanning. Hawke took the 
helicopter up gracefully, and began a wide circle around the town to facilitate the search. 
Caitlin monitored aircraft radio frequencies. Hawke called Archangel. 


“Yes, Hawke? Any progress?" 


"Confirm the contamination of the water here. 1! talked to the manager of the pumping station, 
but I'm not sure he belleves me. Get the Governor to call him. The town will need water for 
several daySe.." 


“The disaster plan Is already beIng Implemented. I'I! call the Governor myself." 


“If you can't get the Idlot to cooperate, call me back, and I'!IIl blow the plant to hel! and 
gone." 


Archangel coughed. “Isn't that a little drastic?" 


“Michael, those people are on the red IIne right now! Once they start manifesting symptoms, 
It'll be too late, and that town will go up IIke Dodge City on Saturday night. There's nothing 
more frustrating than not belng able to make someone else understand you, especially someone 
close to youe I don't know how close | came to killing a few people while | was heading back to 
Dom. And | knew what had happened; these people won't have any Idea what's golng on." 
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“You were under for seven days, and you recovered." 

"| think { missed the last few doses. | know | should've gotten one just about the time | 
escaped. | cut It too close, Michael. Do you want to risk the entire population of Lloyd's 
Corners? That's over flve thousand people." 

There was a brief sigh. “All right, Hawke, you've made your point. What are you doing now?" 
“Looking for Axelrod. The plant manager told me Kelth complained about not liking to ride In 
helicopters. It sounds IIke they're planning on leaving town by chopper, and they couldn't have 
left too long ago." 

"I"ve got a blip, String," Santini Interrupted. 

"Okay. Gotta go, Michael. Keep In touch." 

“All right. Good tuck, Hawke. Out." 

Hawke turned AIRWOLF to her new heading, and they quickly caught up with the other hellcopter. 
He was about to key his radio when a nasty thought struck him, and he grinned In his helmet. 
"Caitlin, challenge them for an Ident." 

She glanced at him, confused, then grinned as she understood. "Unidentified blue-and-white 
Cobra, you are required to Identify yourself, by the authority of the Chief Executive Officer of 
the State of California, the Honorable George Deukmejlan, Governor. Unidentified Cobra, you are 
ordered to comply with your registration and pilot's name. Over." 


The chopper didn't reply. It continued on course as If It hadn't heard. It was unaware of the 
black Bell hellcopter following it. 


Caitlin muffled a curse, and repeated her challenge In slightly shorter form. 


“All right, honey," a soft southern voice drawled. “You don't sound IIke Governor Deukme jian, 
though..." 


“! never said | was he," she riposted tartly, annoyed by the patronizing tone. “He's In Sacra- 
mento, taking care of business there. I'm here. Your registration and pilot's name, please." 


A soft chuckle. "My, my.» Such a business-IIke attitude from such a sweet-volced lady..." 
“Just answer me," she growled. 


Hawke frowned. That voice was annoyingly famillar... It wasn't Axelrod, or any of his three co- 
conspirators... He stiffened. Could this be his ‘advisor'? 


“Sure thing, tittle lady." The southern drawl faded a little on the registration numbers; there 
was a hint of allitary crispness In them. "And my name's Jeff Davies." 


"Damn!" Hawke whispered. The name rang bells. He didn't want to fight Jeff; they'd fought 


together once. He was a good mane They'd never really been friends, and Hawke always considered 
the other man a bit too thoughtless In combat. But that didn't make him an enemy. 
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“Caltiin," he sald quietly, "he's a mercenary. Ask him If he really thinks he can get away with 
Axelrod and the others when we know who they al! are." 


She blinked In surprise, and did as she was told. 


"Of course you know who | am, IIittle lady." The Georgla-peaches voice was still jovial. "! just 
told you.e But those others? [| don't know what you're talking about." 


"Don't you?" she temporized. Hawke told her what to say, and she relayed It with relish. "Would 
It Interest you to know that the water treatment plant and pumping station In Lloyd's Corners has 
been shut down, and the tanks emptied and flushed? No symptoms have eppeared, and now they 
won't. You've lost that demo, Davies." 


"1 really do not know what you're talking about, honey. But you're obviously parroting for 
someone else. Why doesn't he talk for himself?" 


Hawke's grin was predatory. "Because," he sald clearly, "I didn't want to shock the good old 
doctor Into a heart attack. That's too easy a death for you, Axelrod..." 


The blue-and-white Cobra bobbled sharply, then stralghtened out. The radio squawked rudely. 
"That can't be Hawke!" Axelrod squailed. "He's dead! He has to be dead by now, and he can't 
talk anyway-..!" 

The “dead man" faughed, deliberately goading them. "Oh, noe You aren't good enough to kil! me, 
Axelrod. And aphastase fs only temporary in Its effects. It wears off. Reasonably quickly, 
too." He didn't know If what he said was true or not, but it served Its purpose; Axelrod 
shrieked like a weanling pig stuck In a fence. 

“No! No! It's a fake! Hawke's dead! He's dead! He has to be!" 

Davies volce cut cleanly through the hysterla. "You unspeakable Idiot. You promised he'd live 
aphasic! That's Hawke's volce; I'd know It anywhere..." Abruptiy, communication from the Cobra 
ceased. 

Hawke chuckled, honestly amused. "Another fancy scheme shot to hell, Jeff? You never were much 
in the planning department. Why don't you just fand that bird down beside the Interstate there, 
and we’ II walt for the police on the ground." 


"Oh, you'd like that, wouldn't you, Hawke? Well, you can just go to hell!" 


“Jeff, you can't get away from me. You may as wel! give up now, Instead of when you run out of 
fuel. Bring it down." 


“No! Just ‘cause you killed Mase Taggert, you think I'm afrald of you? You're nothing, Hawke, 
nothing! Without that fancy AIRWOLF, you're nothing!" 


This was ludicrous. "Jeff, this Is AIRWOLF. Set your bird down, or I'I! shoot you down.” 


“AIRWOLF?7"” Davies* voice was full of scorn. "You expect me to belleve that? You've got a Bell 
222A. Do you take me for a fool?" 


“This Is AIRWOLF," Hawke repeated coolly. "Do you want to die for your disbellef? Land!" 
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"Dom, turbos. Deploy the ADF pod; glve me the cannon and the chain guns." The words were 
cilpped, short. . 


Santini didn't hesitate. "Okay, String, you've got ‘em all.” 

"Clear." His thumb hit the turbos. 

At approximately Mach 0.6, AIRWOLF screamed through the alr toward the other helicopter, caught 
up with her, and passed her, skimming by only Inches from the top of the Cobra's rotor. It 


bobbled violently In AIRWOLF's wake. 


"That's your last warning, Jeff." Hawke's volce was cold as he swung AIRWOLF eround In a pedal 
turn and headed back toward the slower craft. "Now, hit the deck!" 


"You can go to hell." There was a definite click as Davies switched frequencies. Caltlin hunted 
until she found his voice again. "He's got a squadron!" she exclaimed. "He just ordered them to 
Lioyd's Corners for a punitive strike!" 

“With what?" Santini asked. 


“Probably aphastase," Hawke sald calmly, although he felt far from calm. “Though his chopper's 
armed, so i'd bet they all are." 


"That's a funny-looking gun," Caitlin observed. 


"it's a crop-duster rig," Hawke explained. "They planned on spraytng Los Angeles» The guns are 
tn front, under the body." 


“WII! the atrborne aphaslase combine with what those people had already drunk?" she asked. The 
guns seemed Inconsequential compared to the mayhem the drug represented. 


“We have to assume It will." 


"String!" It was Santini. "I've got elght...no, nine blips coming Into Lloyd's Corners from the 
south. They're even flying In formation! I+ must be Davies' squadron." 


"ETA to the town?" 
“They're there now!" 


Hawke cursed under his breath -- he seldom did so aloud -- and whipped AIRWOLF around In a fast 
one-~elghty. He hit the turbos, and the black helicopter raced toward the beleaguered town. 


"What about Davies and Axelrod?" Caltifn asked. 
"They can't get far," Hawke replied shortly. 


In a few moments, they were back at the city IImits, and didn't bother trying to talk these men 
down. AIRWOLF dove Into the battle. 
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Caitlin found herself watching Hawke, marvelling at his prowess as a combat plliot. The nearest 
two helicopters -- the squadron was a motley collection of models and vintages, all wearing the 
same crop-dusting rig, and all armed -- tried to turn and fight, but they were too close to one 
another. Their rotors collided, and they fell. Hawke never even spared them a glance as he fiew 
Into the middle of the squadron to draw thelr attention from the town. 


AIRWOLF 's flight systems seemed an extension of her pllot's body; he didn't seem to operate the 
controls so much as wear them. He was AIRWOLF's fighting soul; Incongruously, Caitlin found 
herself wondering If he could ever bring himself to surrender custody of the machine, even In 
trade for Saint John. 


The black battle chopper dove to withIn Inches of the ground, chasing a tiny glass-cockpIt drag- 
onfly, nalled It with one missile, and screamed up agaln through the smoke of [ts pyre to chase a 
white Hughes 500. Caitlin found that ff she watched the way Hawke's body moved, she could anti- 
cipate the way AIRWOLF would move, and she could brace herself tn time agalnst the abrupt Iner- 
tlal changes of eerlal combat. The Hughes exploded In mid-air when a tracer round from the 30mm 
cannon found her fuel tank. 


Caitlin realized she was neglecting her own position. Hawke turned AIRWOLF In pursult of a 
chrome-yellow JetRanger, and she dragged her attention back to her own board just In time. "Dam- 
nation!" she yelped. “High nine, and diving on us...!" 


He turned slightly In response, and AIRWOLF moved, too. "Pressurize the cabin!" he snapped. The 
other ship, a dark blue Sikorsky, was too close to fire on; there was no time for any other re- 
sponsee The other chopper skimmed by just above thelr rotor. 


"They didn't fire on us..." Santini's voice tralled off. Hawke was coughing. "String? Are you 
alt right?" 


Caitlin suddenly understood. “They sprayed us! String? Say something!" 


He mastered himself with difficulty. "I'm...al! right," he sald thickly, and coughed again. His 
voice cleared as he spoke again. "Dom, Is the cabin pressur!zed?" 


"Yeah, It Is now. Are you all right?" 


"Fine." But he shuddered. For a moment, as that blue Sikorsky went over and he realized what 
the pilot planned, he'd been utterly terrified. He could Imagine no worse fate than falling back 
under the effects of aphasfase after having once won free. Although he'd taunted Axelrod with 
‘the temporary effect the drug had on him, he had no conclusive evidence that It really was 
‘temporary. He might have been lucky, or there might have been any number of unknown contributing 
factorsec. 


But there was no time now for Introspection. He wheeled AIRWOLF around and gave chase, and the 
Sikorsky fled as a buck before hounds. 


AIRWOLF's speed far outmatched the Sikorsky's, and the black chopper's chaln guns shattered her 
hull. She fell tfike a downed pheasant, and burst Into flames as she struck the ground. The 
‘remaining four helicopters gave up all Idea of striking the town, and turned their combined at- 
tentions to AIRWOLF. 
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The two leaders -- a matched pair of older Hughes, both painted ollve-drab and looking almost 
military -- exploded within a few moments of one another, their progress halted by a pair of 
Copperhead missiles. The other two tried to split up -- but Hawke was too smart, and AIRWOLF was 
too fast. The red-and-white Chinook was next to go down, and the yellow JetRanger tried to run. 


AIRWOLF turned lelsurely, and Cattlin heard the falnt click as Hawke's targeting visor came down. 
He was In no particular hurry -- but the missile was away In a moment. Then the JetRanger was 
falling, smoking rubble fifteen seconds later. 


"YIppee!" Caitlin shouted In delight. "That's the last! We saved the town!" 
"Right," Santini agreed. “Now there's just Axelrod and Davies In that Cobra." 


“Have you got them on the scope?" Hawke inquired. He raised his visor as he turned AIRWOLF yet 
again to retrace thelr course. 


"Noeee | was too busy watching these creeps," the older man admitted. "Just head southwest; 
we'll pick them up. Like you sald, they sure couldn't have gotten far. This fight took hardly 
ten minutes." 


"Then where are they?" It cost Hawke a great deal to maintain that reasonable tone; he didn't 
want to yell at his friend, but he was altogether too close to breaking. That close call with 
the aphastase was about all he could take; he'd been running on courage and will-power for days, 
and his self-control was beginning to slip. 


"I'm looking, I'm looking..." Santini could sense his seething rage. Five minutes later, he 
stghed. "i'm sorry, String. I've lost ‘em." 


Hawke fought down a savage response; !t wasn't the other's fault. "Well, we were kind of busy," 


he sald quietly. Instde, he was raging at the Injustice of It, that Axelrod should escape 
cleanly, and not suffer for what he'd forced Hawke to endure. "| should've shot them down right 
away." 


"Let's keep looking," Caltlin suggested. "Maybe they landed, and we can find them by radar. 
Just keep looking..." She could see the faint tremor In Hawke's hands as he turned AIRWOLF to 
follow the Cobra's projected flight path, and wished there was a practical way to consult pri- 
vately with Santini. After everything that had happened to him, It seemed utterly Incredible 
that Hawke should apparently be adequately recovered, albeit weakened by his ordeal and very 
tired. 


For his part, Hawke was feeling every moment of the past two weeks; he hurt In muscles he'd never 
known he had. The pain served one useful purpose, however; If he concentrated on It, he could 
stay awake. The war between paln and exhaustion was a fairly balanced affair -- If he falled to 
concentrate on the palin, he slipped Into a half-doze that was dangerous; he couldn't fly in that 
state. 


Dom certainly knew how he felt, for he had the telemetry read-outs on his panel. There were 
times when that tattle-tale bug In the flight sult annoyed Hawke Intensely -- but thls time, he 
supposed It was a good idea. He was fading, and knew Caitlin would probably end up finishing the 
trip home. Even now, he was In no condition to flyee. 


"String, I've got 'em!" Santini exclaimed gleefully. 
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"You sure?" 


"There aren't too many civilians out flying their Cobras," the older man pointed out. “Turn to a 
heading of two-ten. They're a mile and three-quarters out from here." 


As he turned the black hellicopter, Hawke found himself walting for another shot of adrenalin. 
The quarry was before him, and this nightmare would soon be over and done with. 


But the expected and hoped-for jolt didn't come. There had been too much stress over the past 
two weeks. He simply could not respond. He blinked tiredly, trying to focus hIis eyes, and 
frowned. "Are they airborne, Dom? | don't see anything." 

“No, they're parked. In that grove of trees down there, trying to hide." 


"In the trees?" 


"Yeah. Well, there's a house In there. They're parked on the drivewaye It's just a hunting 
cabIn, or something. It's not very blige." 


"Doesn't need to bee" AIRWOLF slowed. "No cars left the place?" 


"Not as far as | can tell," Santini reported. He upped the magnification on his screen. "No 
tire tracks In the dust, either." 


"Then we'|| have to go down and take a look, won't we?" 


The older man frowned. Despite the cheery words, Hawke sounded utterly exhausted. “Are you all 
right?" 


The pilot straightened, squaring his shoulders. "Fine, Dom." 
"Okay. Just worrying." 


He could almost heer the other man's characteristic faint smile. "That's okay. You wouldn't be 
you If you didn't." 


AIRWOLF descended, hovering Just metres above the house. Hawke keyed the loudspeaker. "You may 
as well come out," he announced calmly. "You aren't golng anywhere." To demonstrate the truth 
of his words, he pivoted his hellcopter slightly, then launched one Redeye. The grounded Cobra 
exploded Into a most satisfactory fire~ball. 


There was no reply from the house. Hawke was suddenly struck by the futility of It all. He 
lifted AIRWOLF higher, above the trees, and punched In the scrambled radio frequency he used to 
call the Firm. 

Archange!'s volce was harsh with strain. “Hawke?" 

"Sure, Michael." He leaned back In his seat, stretching. "Who else? Listen, I've got Axelrod 


and his gang holed up In an A-frame about half an hour's filght from Lloyd's Corners. You want 
tem?" 
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"Certainty! And Or. Wiilard Its looking forward to testing the samples of aphaslase we found In 
the water at the pumping station. Can you bring them here?" 


“Noe. | said they're holed up In the house. | found ‘em, and I'l! shoot ‘em If J have to, but | 
don't get pald to be a ferret. Send the marines." 


"Can they escape?" 
"{ could be offended by that question," Hawke sald evenly. "Do you want ‘em, or not?" 


"Yes, yes, | want them!" He decided the pilot had lost his sense of humour, and kept to the 
busIness at hand. "How long have | got?" 


Hawke shrugged, and checked hIs Instruments. "I've fuel enough to stay here about another hour. 
'f you're going to take longer, I'm gotng to need a tanker." 


"All right. 1 think...” 

The rest of Archangel's words were lost; AIRWOLF was jJerred, brutally hard. She canted over to 
one side, and her entire hull vibrated on a high keenIng note, as If the helicopter herself were 
voicing paine Hawke was nearly thrown from his seat, despite the safety harness; then he had to 


fight to regain control, for the ship trembled violently, all her usual! stabI lity gone. 


The jolt had come from the starboard side, and Hawke wrestled with the controls. "Caftlin, can 
you take her? I think this side's not working right." 


There was no answer. "Caitline..!" 
Santini Interrupted him. “They've got a rocket launcher! We can't take another hit!" 


His teeth bared In a snarl, his eyes alight with a berserker rage, Stringfellow Hawke nursed 
AIRWOLF around to face the A-frame. "Combat status?" 


“You've got everything, at least according to my board," the other man reported. "I think that 
rocket hit back here; | may be getting false..." 


“The hell with it!" 
Santini looked up, startled, but before he could say anything -- even to comment on the chance 
that the ADF pod might be jammed -- Hawke launched a pair of Copperheads at the house. AIRWOLF 


rocked a IIttle as the missiles raced away. 


Then the A-frame went up In a pyrotechnic display worthy of Hollywood's greatest explosion 
artists. 


Hawke watched the fire-bal! mushroom up Into the sky, changing from flame to smoke as It grew. 
He didn't move or breathe untIi| the smoke began to drift on the wind. A gasp of pain from his 
compl iot drew him from his trance, and he turned to look at her. "Caltiin? Are you all right?" 


She reacted this time, turning a white, strained face toward him. "lee! don't think so," she 
adcnitted reluctantly, her voice level, but her blue eyes dark with pain. 
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“What's wrong?" 


Her words came slowly, quite emotionlessly, but they trembled around the edges. "A rib, | 
think..eeand my wrist..." She swallowed. "The stick just seemed to leap..-and | was thrown 
against It..." ; 


Hawke looked more closely. Her controls were even more warped than his. Although even the rock- 
et had not been able to breach AIRWOLF's boron and graphite-relinforced epoxy~composite hull, the 
transmitted shock had done serlous damage to the cockpit. "Dom, course to the nearest hosp!tal?" 


"“One-nine~seven. Don't use the turbos; they aren't aligned any more." 


"Right." Using turbo-thrusters that were not In perfect alignment could tear the helicopter 
apart. 


As AIRWOLF ‘turned onto her new course, Hawke realized the radio was still open; Archangel was 
shouting Into it. "..edammit, Hawke, answer me! Hawke!" 


He keyed his transmitter. "Disregard my last message," he said quietly. "The situation here has 
been resolved with extreme prejudice. | repeat, terminated with extreme prejudice. Close the 
file." 


There was a moment of silence from the Firm's ende Then the senior agent spoke quietly. "Was 
that absolutely necessary, Hawke? 1 know you had every reason to want them dead, but..." 


"1 could have let them finish knocking us down," the pilot Interrupted. "AIRWOLF Is out of 
service for repairs for at least a month, Michael. I'I! call you when she's cleared for duty." 


“What. ..2" 


Hawke reached out, and deliberately turned the radio off. 
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Hawke was exhausted. He managed to stay awake long enough to get Caltlin to a hospital, then 
went home to bed. ; 


After three days of sleep and a few good meals, he felt himself suffictently recovered to go out 
to the Lair and start the repair work. He called Santini the first time he needed parts, and 
Dominic called the Firm. The equipment arrived Immediately, and the older man joined him at the 
Lair. 


Hawke spent the next seventeen days out there, working until! his viston blurred, eating only when 
his body's demands became too overpowering. Santini neglected his bustness to stay with him for 
three or four days at a time, and they enlisted the recuperating Caitlin to be their messenger, 
running back and forth between Van Nuys and the Lair, sending messages to the Firm for parts and 
technical manuals, bringing supplies. 


On the elghteenth day, Santin! decided enough was enough. "That's It.” 


His companion looked up from where he was working. "What are you talking about? This Isn't half 
done..." 
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"Sure, the Lady still needs a Ilttle work. You're done." 


Hawke's expression tightened. "Dom, you've been a father to me all my IIfe, and !'m grateful. 
For a father -- not a mother." 


“Fathers care, too, String. You haven't had anything to eat since | got here thirteen hours ago, 
and | know you only slow down enough to eat when I'm here. You haven't slept In days; | can 
tel Leos” 


"Dammit, Dom, I can take care of myself...!" 


"Yeah? Then prove It! Quit -- now. Go home. |! don't want to see or hear from you for at least 
a week." 


Hawke straightened from his crouch, and had to steady himself against the sleek black hull. “I'm 
all right, Dom..." 


"You are not! String, you looked better when you came staggering up the street and fainted In my 
arms! Sure, we need to get the Lady fixed..." He slapped the hull affectionately. "..ebut you 
don't have to kill yourself getting It done. What good Is she without you to fly her?" 


The young pllot leaned against the tal! assembly and smiled faintly. “You can fly her, you and 
Caitlin." 


Santini relaxed, know!Ing he'd won. "Now, String," he sald reprovingly, “you know we only fly her 
when you can't. She's your baby." 


Hawke stepped away from the helicopter and studied her clean Iines, automatically noting every 
scratch and dent that had to be sanded and repainted. He shook his head ruefully. "All right, 
Dom, | guess you're right..." 


"Sure, I'mright. C'mone I'l take you home, and I'll call you If | need any help finishing up. 
Okay?" 


He was too tired to argue. "Sure, Dom. Whatever you say..." 


e&eeneeke & 


After twenty-six days of hard work, AIRWOLF 's filght crew deemed her battle-ready again, and 
they flew a grueling test run to prove It. Out of sheer perversity - and a bit of exhilaration 
at the Lady's restored power -- Hawke deliberately penetrated the securlty perimeter at Twenty- 
nine Palms and buzzed Archangel's office. He didn't pause to see the agent's reaction, but went 
stralght through the base and out the other side, a fighter squadron scrambling and hot on his 
tall. He let them follow for a few minutes, then ducked Into a canyon and lost them. 


SIx hours later, Archangel and Marella appeared at Hawke's mountain cabin, where Hawke, SantinI, 
and Caltlin awaited them. 


Hawke and Caltiin solemnly flipped a coln to see who would cook; Caltiin won, and Hawke found 


himself with [little to doe. For a while, he kept occupled by filling wine glasses and tinkering 
with his stereo. Finally, though, he went outside to watch the sunset, not really caring If he 


* 89 # 


was belIng rude or not. 
He wasn't much surprised when Archangel followed him al! the way out onto the pler. 


They stood there for a long time, on the far side of the visitors’ white helicopter. Nelther of 
them spoke. When the senlor agent did break the sIlence, his words were barely audible. 


“We found Dr. Axelrod's laboratory In Glendale,” he sald. "He was trained right, and kept very 
proper, very thorough records of everything he did, Including all hls exper lments." 


Hawke swallowed hard. “Experlmenta! sub jects?" he Inquired, hIs throat suddenly dry. "Where did 
he get them?" 


“Off the street, apparentiy. Most of them were adults In thelr early thirties; you fit Into his 
typical sample. But there were a few older adults, and three teenagers. He even managed to 
latch onto a ten-year-old." 


“And they're all aphasic?" The words nearly stuck In Hawke's throat. 


“They're all dead," Archangel sald shortly. "He conducted his experiments and, with all due and 
proper expedience, disposed of his laboratory sub jects as If they were lab rats." 


Hawke shuddered, and didn't speak. He'd been so close to that... 


"According to his records," the senlor agent continued, "there Is a very sharp demarcation In the 
exposure gradient, for reasons he was not equipped to discover. A subject had to be exposed at a 
certain minimum level for at least one hundred seventy-three hours, or the effects of the drug 
were temporary. The maximum dosage was governed by the toxicity of the drug; at certain very 
high levels, the sub ject would succumb to the toxicity before minimum exposure was reached. 


“The aphasic effects themselves began to manifest tn Injected sub jects as the associated euphor la 
wore off. in inhalant and Ingestion sub jects, the effects manifested gradually, almost unnotice- 
ably, over the last twenty-four to twenty-elght hours, until the minimum exposure was reached. 
Then the effects appeared In full force and remained Indetinitely. 


“He had no reason to believe the effect was permanent; none of his subjects !Ived longer than a 
month before he euthanized them." 


He waited, but Hawke made no response; he didn't seem to react at all. After a moment, he 
continued. 


“As his records Indicate, and based on our understanding of what you reported, you were exposed 
for less than the minimum required time, although you were probably very close to the IIne. You 
may have missed only one or two of the last scheduled Injections. If you hadn't escaped when you 
did, you would almost certainly never have recovered." 


Hawke dragged In a single ragged breath. “What are you dotng with all this data?" 
Archange! sighed. “It Is belng stored, sealed deep In the archives, under a 'Top-Secret, Eyes- 


Only, Need=to-Know' flag. You'd need a 'Q' clearance to get Into the room, and an 'F' to check 
the materla! out." 
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Hawke turned to face him, his eyes blank, hls expression totally shielded. "Michael, I've had a 
*Q' clearance for sixteen years. Can't you lock It up any tighter than that?" 


The other man shook his head. "No, | don't think so. If we did, someone would get curlous, and 
might go lookiInge This Is a reasonably normal procedure, so It's fairly sate. It's all filed 
under ‘Axelrod,’ with no cross-referencitng. We'll be able to find [t If we need It, but It will 


be damned hard to find by accident. Since only the five of us know anything about It, I'm sure 
It's sate." 


After a moment's thought, Hawke nodded slowly. He still wasn't happy, but It was true. You had 
to know what to look for, or you could never find anything In the archives of the federal govern- 


ment; the sheer size of the collection made It Impossible. "Il guess soe You're destroying all 
the samples?" 


"Yes. Or. Willard agrees with your sub jective conclusion that it ts rather Impractical as a 
military device. We'll just store It In case some unlque situation comes up..." 


Hawke sighed. "I suppose..." He was glad no more of the drug would exist, but the fact that the 
data remalned was a tiny mote of unease deep Inside. 


He tried to smother It, and falled; so he buried It as deeply as he could, and walked around his 
companion, heading back up the path toward the cabin. "Dinner's ready." 


*Howeeel" 


A moment later, Calt!in stepped out onto the porch to cal! them, and Archangel smiled, shook his 
head, and followed Hawke back Inside. 
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"Share the Night* 


(By Mary Robertson) 


We share the night, we two, 

Like lovers Ill-accustomed to their réles 
Who, still unsure, must hide within the Dark, 
Lest Day reveal thelr souls. 


For Day Is ruled by those 

Who do not understand the face of Night, 
By those men II |l-prepared to look 

Upon the Dark and find the Light. 


The shadows sing thelr fear 

As once those shadows would have whispered mine; 
But having found Night's soul, | see 

In shadow naught but Love's design. 


So we must meet Below, 

Where Dark provides a safe, a secret place, 
Where friends with clouded eyes need never fear 
Your well-belovéd face. 


My world Iles out of reach, 

However much | yearn to share Its IIght. 
But if the Day be lost, for now, 

For ever, we can share the Night. 
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"Writer's Workshop" 


(By Rodney Ruff) 


Stratfield scanned the scarred twll!It+ surface of Cagllostro IV one last time, 
seeing the acrid smoke rising where the great Transmog machInes had once stood, 
the machines that almost sucked the lifeblood from the world. Then he looked 
Into Leanna's smiling face, and watched the wind blow through her sandy brown 
hair. 


“Well, Steve?" she asked, brushing a lock of hair from her mouth. "WIII you ac- 
cept the Councll's offer to be our advisor?" 


He took her In hIs arms. “Are you sure you want an old space-bitten trouble- 
shooter like me telling you what to do?" 


"I'm sure. [ can't think of enyone else I'd offer the Job to." 


"Then | accept." He gave her a jong, deep kiss that left them both panting great 
gasps of vapour. "Now, let's go Inside. It's getting cold out here." 


Techniclan and Counc!!woman turned away from the barren vista and walked arm In 
arm toward the banquet hall. Behind them, the sun set on Cagllostro IV, the 
Alchemist's Wor!d. Tomorrow would bring the dawn of a new day == and a new era. 


Finished -- at last! 


Walter Stock typec "THE END" on his computer screen, pressed CONTROL+S+=, and leaned back with a 
sigh as his disk drive whirred Into Ilfe. Alchemlst's World, the crowning achlevement of his 
career as 6 science fiction writer, was finished -- and none too soon. HIs editor wanted the 
manuscript on his desk tomorrow. Fortunately, Walter had a standing account with Federal Ex- 
press; eas often as he used them, they'd probably send John Moschitta, Jr. In person to pick up 
his package and absolutely, positively send It to hls editor overnight. 


During his perlod of writer's block, he never thought he could write a book IIke AlchemIst's 
World, not until someone told him he had It In him. Durtng his Inhumanly prolific pertod best 
described as writer's cramp, the story was still beyond his reach; he got giimpses and snatches, 
but could never quite put them together Into a coherent story. He did, however, turn many of 
those glimpses and snatches Into other stories, itke A Shiggaton for Rashid and The Prince of the 
Power of the Air. 


The plot for Alchemist's World finally came to him during a writer's workshop he conducted 
shortly after finishing his iast book, Sandursah'nn Under Slege. When he wrote his editor with 
the news, she Insisted he begin work on It Immediately In order to cash In on the phenomenal pop- 
ularity of Sandursah'nn. He wrote back saylIng he needed at least two months' rest after his 
recent troubles; she countered with the offer of a $20,000 advance, half to be pald upon receipt 
of the written proposal, half upon recelpt of the manuscript. And she wanted the proposal! In two 
weeks. 
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Walter quickly decided he didn't need two months’ rest after all; he knocked out the proposal In 
two hours. Alchemist's World was set on a planet that supplied the needs of galactic civilisa- 
tion by means of glant transmutation machines that were slowly klilIng the planet to support an 
Increastngly dependent clivil!sation. When his editor read the proposal, she Immediately upped 
his advance to $40,000 -- and also demanded that he finish the book In sIx months. 


He reluctantly complied, even though he'd never written a book that fast under that lucrative a 
contract before. He wasn't used to writing under such pressure, and It showed. For the first 
two months, he barely scratched out the first fifty pages, and he was expected to write at least 
four hundred pages for this book. 


He didn't do too much better during the next two months, elther; he spent most of the time 
fighting with his Insurance adjuster over the replacement of hls computer monItor, stereo, video 
recorder, easy chair, and wall paintings, damaged the last time uninvited guests had dropped In 
on hime In the end, he had to pay for them himself, out of the royalties from Sandursah'nn Under 


Siege -- along with sharply Increased home-owner's Insurance premiums. He drove himself relent- 


lessly the fina! two months, cutting out unimportant things I!ke food and sleep to finish the 
book on time. He slept on an unmade bed; he looked IIke an unmade bed; he even smelled IIike an 
unmade bed. HIs eyes were bloodshot, his face looked like a striking surface for safety matches, 
and his breath could burn down the house If he sneezed In the wrong direction. He barely found 
time to spend the first half of his advance on upgrading his computer system; but, somehow, he 
managed, all the while still worrying about another attack of writer's block -- and even worse, 
another attack of uninvited guests. 


But now, he was finished. All he had to do was print out the manuscript. If he'd had his way, 
he'd have sent It by modem, but none of the editors at his publisher's office had modems; they 
obviously thought writers should pay for their own paper. Grumbliing, he threaded paper Into his 
printer, adjusted It until the top edge was absolutely even with the printer guide, sent the 
printer mode selector switch to near-letter quality, turned the device on, and typed In the com- 
mands to send his story to the printer. 


The writer then sat back to watch his manuscript print out, making sure his paper didn't Jump out 
of the tractor guides and ball up in the machine. He'd have been quite content to sit there and 
neurotically watch the printer head print every IIne on the paper, except for one thing. 


Walter had a date that evening. A blind date. 


It had been arranged by his friend Stan, a comic book publisher he first met at Rathuffcon. Stan 
was always hounding him to do a graphic novel for him, but Walter always declined. Then, about a 
week ago, the comics man called to say a friend of his from New York would be in town to visit 
her family, and while she was there, would Walter like to go out with her? 


Against his better Judgement, the writer said yes. He didn't have much luck with women -- which 
was like saying the Ayatollah KhomelIn! was bad-tempered. He was attracted to women with the 
looks and brains of C.J. Cherryh -- but the women who were attracted to him elther had the looks 
of C.J.e Cherryh and the brains of a bing cherry, or the brains of C.J. Cherryh and the looks of 
C.J. the orangutan. 


Stan's friend was different. She was a lawyer named Jennifer, and Stan sald she looked just IIke 
Paulina Porizkova, only taller. That was Just fine with Walter, even though [t meant she was 
taller than he was. She'd called yesterday; she had a deep, husky, exciting volce, and also 
seemed to be friendly, out-going, and funny. She told him she'd drop by his place late In the 
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afternoon, and they'd decide what to do then. 


Walter absently looked up at the clock on his study wall. Oh, no! She'll be here In half an 
hour!" He Jumped from his chair, ran to the bedroom closet, and hurriedly picked out a sport 
Jacket, pants, and turtleneck sweater. Then, after grabbing clean underweer from his chest of 
drawers, he rushed Into the bathroom to begin a frenzy of showering, shampoolng, and shaving -- 
trequently Interrupted by running back to his computer to change data disks and make sure hls 
printer paper was still behaving itself. 


He dressed quickly, gulped half a bottie of Scope, slapped his face sIily with Aqua Velva, and 
combed three or four dabs of Brylcreem Into his hair, blatantly Ignoring the warning not to use 
more than one dab. If Jennifer really did look like Paulina Portzkova, he wanted to look as much 
like Tom Selleck as possible. 


Then he took a good look In the mirror. Walter Stock would never be Tom Selleck, no matter how 
hard he tried. He'd be lucky to pass for Tom Kennedy. 


Well, if he couldn't Impress her with his looks, maybe he could do so with his writing. He ran 
to hls bookcase and grabbed an armioad of his books, then checked himself. The last thing he 
wanted to do to Impress a beautiful woman Ifke Jennifer was make her sIt for hours reading Space 
Station and Limericks. But maybe she'd be Interested In hearing about his new book. 


His new book? He suddenly remembered his manuscript, still printing out In his study. Jennifer 
could walt; Alchemist's World had to be ready to go before he went out. He sprinted to the door 
of his study. The printer was quiet, so the manuscript must have finished printing out -- unless 
he'd run out of paper, which meant he'd have to fuss over both threading more paper In and fig- 
uring out at what polnt to start printing the rest of the manuscript. 


He went to his computer desk, fearing the worst. The printer was empty. 


He searched the area around It, thinking the paper had run out and fallen to the floor, but It 
wasn't there. Even though he knew he hadn't picked It up earlier, he stil! searched the places 
he usually put his manuscripts after printing them out -- but no AlchemIst's World. He suddenly 
felt nauseous. HIs manuscript was gone! 


Then the doorbell rang. Jennifer! He didn't have time to look for AlchemIst's World, but he 
stilt had the data disks; he could print out another copy before they went on thelr date. She'd 
understand, If she were as nice as she seemed over the telephone. 


He looked down at the duo-dIsk drive; the door to Drive #2 was open. He peered Inside -- empty! 
The doorbell rang again, and he Ignored It as he looked through the box of disks alongside his 
computer. The other disks were gone, too! 


All that work -- gone! And his advance, too, unless he elther found the disks or rewrote the 
entire novel tn sIx hours. Not even Asimov could write that fast. 


The doorbell rang a third time as he opened the door to Drive #1, hoping he'd put a disk there by 
mistake and could salvage at least part of AlchemIist's World. No such fuck. 


He heard a knock at the door, but was too busy searching through his other boxes of disks to 


answer. With every box he opened, his heart beat faster, his palms grew sweatler, and he became 
more frantic. The knocking continued, growIng louder as he scanned the labels of al! his disks. 
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AlchemIst's World wasn't on any of them. Where was I+? 


By now, the knocking was so loud that Walter thought Jennifer had taken a sledgehammer to his 
door. Jennifer! He'd better go explain things to her before she broke the door down. Before 
she broke It down? What kind of woman had Stan set him up with? 


Walter raced to the door, his mind a jumble of emotions. He hoped Jennifer wouldn't be too angry 
with him for keeping her waiting. He hoped, once she came Inside, that he could calm down enough 
to find his manuscript and get It on Its way to hIs editor. Most of all, he hoped his editor 
wouldn't demand the return of the first half of his advance If he couldn't produce the book on 
time. 


He reached the door, straightened his coat, patted his halr, swallowed nervously, and turned the 
knob. When the door opened, his jaw dropped. 


A tall woman stood before him. Her Irritated expression softened as soon as she saw him. She 
wore a one~shouldered pea-green dress with gold lamé trim; the knee-length fringed skirt was slit 
at the front of the left leg. She also wore open-toed silver high-heeled shoes and gold armiets, 
and she demurely held a gold clutch purse In front of her. Her helght, the shape of her face... 
Stan was right; she did look tike Paulina Portzkova -- except for one thing. 


She was green. Her skin was greene Her shoulder-length hair was green. Even her eyes were 
green. And none of It looked IIke make-up. She was a big green woman. What kind of trick was 


Stan pulling? 


Then she extended her hand. "Hello, Walter," she said, In the same husky volce he'd heard on the 


telephone. "I'm Jennifer. I'm your date." His jaw dropped even further. "Oh, close your 
mouth, Walter. | don't French-kiss on the first date. Besides, you'd probably choke on my 
tongue." 


Ashamed, he closed his mouth, and swallowed hard. "“Y...youe.-you're Jenn! fer?" 


"That's right. Jennifer Walters. Stan's friend." She regarded him critically. “Say, you're 
Kind of cute. Not exactly what I'm used to, but you're a lot better looking than Stan sald you 
were." 


“Uh, th...thanks," Walter replled, sweating. "You're not quite what | was expecting, elther." 
Boy, was that an understatement! "Uh, look, Jennifer, umm, something has, er, come up, and I'm 


afraid | have to break our date." 


“Oh, no!" she pouted. At least, Walter hoped she was pouting. "And | bought this dress Just for 
this evening." 


Her words hit a soft spot In his heart. "Well, | guess you can come In for a while." Or was the 
soft spot In his head? “I'm sorry | kept you walting." 


"Think nothing of {t," she sald, flashing a smite as she stepped Inside the doorway. "Oh, and 
don't worry about your door. Just send me the repair bili." 


“The repair bill?" he laughed. "{! don't think..." Then he saw the large, splintered crack that 
ran dlagonally across the door, and quickly stopped laughing. He looked up In shock at the green 
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woman, who put a hand to her mouth as If to say, "Oops!" He knew then he never should have told 
Stan about his previous uninvited guests. 


He closed the door with difficulty, and led her Into the I!tving room. Jennifer looked around, 
taking In the decor with approval. “Walter, | am Impressed," she told him. “This Is some living 
room you've got here." 

But not for much longer, he thought. "Thank youe The sales from my last book were pretty good." 
And the sales from Aichemlst's World had better be terrific If what happened to the front door 
happens to the IIving room! "I'm a writer, you know." 

“| Know. I've read some of your books.” 


"You read sclence fiction?" he asked Incredulously. 


"Sure," she replied, spreading her arms. "When you look IIke a character from a sclence fiction 


novel, you might as well start reading them. I particularly loved the human-allen relationship 
In Best of Foes; you are good. That's why | let Stan fix me up with youe | guess you could say, 


tn a way, that I'm your biggest fan." 


True, Walter thought. From the looks of It, she stood about sIx-foot-seven, six-eight In heels. 
But If she read sclence fiction, particularly his stuff, he didn't care If she was fifty feet 
tall. The green skin, however, would take some getting used to. 


Jennifer looked at the spacescapes on his wall. "Of course, Reed is a blgger fan of yours than | 
am. He's the one who got me Interested In sclence fiction In the first place." 


"Reed? Who's Reed?" 


“Reed Richards. You know, Mr. Fantastic." He didn't know. “The leader of the Fantastic Four. 
! was with them for a while." 


"What ere they, some kind of rock group?" That might explain why his date was the colour of 
plistachlo ice cream. 


“A rock group?" Jennifer laughed. "No, silly, they're not a rock groupe Granted, the Thing 
looks IIke a group of rocks, but they're not a rock groupe The Fantastic Four. Mr. Fantastic, 
the Invisible Girl -- excuse me, Invisible Woman now -- the Human Torch, and the Thing. I! took 
hts place while he was off on some other planet. Don't you know who | am, Walter?" He shook his 
head. “I'm the She-Hulk." 


"The who?" 


“No, they're a rock group. The Fantastic Four are a super-hero team, and | used to be with then. 
I*m the She-Hulk." 


"But Stan told me you're a lawyer." 
"| am ea lawyer, Walter. Here's my card to prove It." She took a small business card from her 
purse and handed It to the writer; [t was ifght green, with the words "Jennifer Walters, 


Attorney-at-Law" and a New York address printed In a darker shade of green. “Of course, as a 
member of the Avengers, | don't have that much time to devote to my practice." 
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“The Avengers? You work with that British guy with the bowler hat?" 


“Not those Avengers, the super-hero team Avengers. You know, ‘Avengers assembie!' and all that." 
He gave her a confused look. "No, | guess you don't know, do you? What did Stan tell you about 
me, anyway?" 


“Well, uheo"™ 


“Let me guess. He told you | looked Itke Paul!na Porizkova, only taller, right?" He nodded. 
“And he didn't tell you Paulina Porizkova had to dip herself In a vat of green dye first, did 
he?" Walter shook his head. "I didn't think so." Her hands suddenly balled Into fists, and her 
face contorted In a look of rage. "Ooh, that Stan! | ought to take his head, and just..." She 
concluded her sentence by making twisting motions with her hands. "This Is the third time he's 
done this to me! He probably wants you to do a graphic novel for him, right?" Agatn, the writer 
nodded. "Just how hard up does he think | am?" 


Then the green glantess looked at him more kindly. “Walter, you can order me out of your house 
right now, and | wouldn't blame you If you did. Stan !led to both of us, and If you don't want 
to go out with me, you certainly don't have to." She looked at him thoughtfully. “Of course, If 
you still want to, I'll spring for dinner. And the way | eat, you're getting a bargain. What do 
you say?" 


"Well..." He considered her offer carefully. He didn't have that many women breaking down his 
door to go out with him, and he certainly didn't know any who'd buy him dinner. But then, he 
didn't know that many women who were green from head to toe, elther. 


“Why don't we sIt over there on your couch and get to know each other a bit first?" the She-Hulk 
suggested. "Then you can make up your mind about whether you want to go out with me or not. 
I've been on my feet most of the day, anyway, and |'d love to sit down for a while." 


“Well, ! can't see any harm In that." He led her to his sofa. “Does anyone call you Jenny?" 


“Just my dad -- he's the L.A. County sheriff -- and the Thing; he Itkes to stick a '-y' on 
everybody's name. You can call me Jen; most of my friends do. Or Shulkie, If you prefer." She 
put a hand on his shoulder. "Or you can make up your own pet name for me, If you want. Do you 
go by Walt, or Wally?" 


“Just call me Walter. I've never had a nickname | really cared for." 

"! guess we'll have to do something about that, won't we?" she replied, leaning back and crossing 
her legs. She turned toward him -- and suddenly the sofa collapsed beneath her, pitching both of 
them to one end of the couch and sprawling Walter In an awkward position on top of her. "Walter, 


are you trying to get fresh with me?" 


He nervously pulled himself away and sat up as stralght as he could, his hands In his lap; he was 
blushing. “It wasn't... {4 didn't mean to touch you I Ike..." 


“Don't sweat It, | was Just teasing. 1 shouldn't have sat down so hard. Not everybody's furni-~ 
ture can stand up to someone who welghs s!x hundred fifty pounds." 


"Stx hundred...? You welgh sIx hundred flfty pounds?" She didn't look Iike she welghed more 
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than one-elghty, at most. 


“Stan didn't tell you that, elther, did he?" She looked at him squarely. "Well, | do, even If | 
don't look it. Here, feel my skin." She held her arm out to him, but he sat frozen In fear. 
"Go ahead, { won't bite. 1! might beat you to a pulp, but | won't bite." 


He tentatively touched her forearm with one fingertip, then rubbed his entire hand agatnst her 
skin. It was smooth -- but also Incredibly hard, rather than the supple flesh he'd expected. 
"You see, my muscles are a lot more developed than yours, and my skin and bones ere a lot denser. 
| can be hit with anything less than a mortar shell and not feel It, and I'm pretty much Impervi- 
ous to heat and cold. 1! could wear a bikin! at the North Pole and not be bothered -=- but don't 
get any Ideas." 


He did get Ideas, but none of them Involved her wearing a bikini at the North Pole. “How did 
yOUceeuh, howeee 2?" 


“Become mean, green, and sexy? | got a transfusion of gamma-trradiated blood from my cousin 
Bruce Banner In order to save my IIfe after {'d been shot In the back defending a cllent. | used 
to change Into the She-Hulk In times of stress, but untike my cous!n -- he's the Incredible Hulk, 
by the way -- | kept my Intelligence, and eventually ! learned to change at will. Then, some 
time after Joining the Fantastic Four, | was exposed to more radiation, and that changed me 
permanently." 


She took a small brown wallet from her purse and opened It to a photograph of a woman with Iight 
brown halr and green eyes. "This Is what | used to look IIke before | got 'jaded,' so to speak. 
At first, | didn't Itke ft; back then, they called me the Savage She-Hulk because | snarled a lot 
and dressed Iike this." She showed him a picture of herself In a torn white dress. "But as | 
spent more time as the She-Hulk, | found | actually enjoyed my new self. | started dressing 
better, and | found myself spending more time In She-Hulk form. Most Important, | learned to 
laugh at myself. 1! never could before." She put the wallet away and shook her head sensual ly. 
"Now, they call me the Sensational She-Hulk, and | IIke It." 


Walter, however, wasn't sure whether he Itked It or not. "But, surely there are disadvantages In 
look inge--ethe way you do." 


"Oh, sure, there are. It's hard to find decent make-up, for one thing. The Clarion computer 
tried to analyze my skin colour and blew up. But then, I'm the only woman | know who can wear 
brass Jewellery without worrying about It discolouring my skin." She laughed, and, In spite of 
himself, Walter laughed with her. 


“Clothes are another problem. Just My Size doesn't come In my size -- or my colour. Nobody 
makes a nude pantyhose for ea green-skInned woman. | have to have most of my clothes custom-made, 
and the way | go through outfits, | need to be a lawyer In order to afford the bills.» Sure, I've 
got special outfits for super-herolIng, but | don't always have time to change when someone's II fe 
Is on the IIne, and at my helght, | don't fit In a phone booth too well." She showed him pic- 
tures of herself In various purple body-sults and calf-length boots. "I! look IIke a lady wres- 
tler there, don't 12" He looked at the pictures with Interest. "You can have one, If you want." 


“Thanks, I'd IIke that," he safd eagerly. Then he looked up at her fn amazement. “Did | say 
that?" 


"You sure did, Walter," she repifed, smiling back at him as she rubbed one leg against his. “So, 
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do we go out, or would you rather just sit here on your broken sofa and tell me how much you love 
me?" 


"Jennifer, |...1'd love to go out with you," he began nervously» Did he really say that? “But | 
can't. | was working on a book when you came, and now It's gone." 


"Lost? Stolen?" 


"| don't know," he lamented. “! was looking for the manuscript when you came In, but | couldn't 
find it. And If | don't find It, my $40,000 advance goes down the drain, and maybe my whole 
cereer with It." 


"Ouch," the green woman said.e "No wonder you kept me walting so long." She put an arm around 
his shoulders. “If It means that much to you, I'd be glad to help you look for It. We can turn 
the whole house upside down." He gave her a look of horror. “Hey, | didn't mean It literally!" 


"You'd really help me?" 


"Of course, | would. I'm a super-heroine, remember? Besides, do you know how hard It Is to find 
a decent date these days? | might as well go out with Dr. Doom. Most of the guys | meet are 
elther marrled, jerks, or Skrulls In disguise." The writer had heard men called jerks before, 
but he had no Idea what "Skrulls" were. “Let's face It, | Intimidate men. Let's say you go Into 
a singles bar, and you see a big green woman on a barstool checking you out. What's your first 
Impulse?" 


He hesitated at first, afraid of her reaction, then answered, "To run {Ike hell." 


"See, ! even make you nervous. I like Jocks, but most of them are too macho to relate to a woman 
who's stronger than they are -- although | don't know too many men who can IIft seventy-five 
tons." Walter had no problem relating to a woman who could lift seventy-five tons; his problem 
was relating to 6 woman who could lift seventy-five pounds. 


"When | was with the Fantastic Four, | dated a great guy named Wyatt Wingfoot, but |! haven't 
found anybody half as good since we broke up» These days, | date mostly other super-heroes -- 
and most of them aren't that great as dates, elther. The Human Torch always thought he was hot 
stuff, and the Sub-Mariner kept trying to get me Into hIs hot tub. ! went on a blind date with 
Daredevil once, and he InsIisted | get rid of my microwave oven because It Interfered with his 
radar~sense." 


She grimaced. "Black Bolt of the Inhumans was a disaster; the guy didn't say one word to me al! 
night! Then there was Quasar. Ever try to have a candle-light dinner with a guy who glows IIke 
@ one hundred watt light bulb? But the Punisher was the worst; he spent the whole eventing 
talking Into a stupid tape recorder. I should have known It was golng to be a lousy evening when 
he picked me up In a dellvery truck filled with semi-automatic weapons." 


She paused for a moment, then smiled. "I've had a few good dates, though. Werren Worthington 
was areal angel. And the Thing Is one of the most sensitive guys | know, although kissing him 
ts Itke kIssIng a gravel road. Spider-Man was nice, but | made him so nervous that he cl Imbed 
the walls all night. I kept hoping Cyclops would give me the eye when we went out, but he never 
did. Wolverine was the best of the lot, though; he's a real cut-up, with great animal magnetism, 
too." Walter shuddered, and cast a furtive eye at his easy chair. "Oh, do you know Wolverine?" 
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We've met, he thought, but didn't answer, so she continued. "Captain America, unfortunately, was 


8 disappointment. | thought he'd make a great date; he doesn't smoke, he doesn't drink, he 
doesn't cuss..." 


"So what was the problem?" 


"He also doesn't chase women. HIs Idea of a hot date was playing Frisbee with his shield. You 
have to wonder about a guy who tells you that you remind him of the Statue of Liberty." She 
leaned towerd the writer. "Don't you see, Walter? i'm a woman. A blg green woman, true, but 
StIl| a womane I have the same needs and desires as any other woman. | need to be hugged and 
kissed just ITke any other woman." She gave him a mean look. "And If you don't hug and kiss me, 
I'l breek every bone In your body." 


He jumped back In fright. "Of course," she continued with a smile, "If you do hug and kIss me, | 
may still break every bone In your body, but It'!l be because | can't control myself. Now, what 
was It we were going to do?" 


"You sald you'd help me look for my manuscript..." 
"Oh, right," Jennifer acknowledged sheepishly. “What's the story about?" 


"It's called AlchemIst's World, and It's about a planet that's slowly being eaten by glant 
transmutation machines." 


“Oh, sort of IIke Galactus. Now, there's a guy | wouldn't want to go out with, someone who eats 
you out of house and home. I! did go out with the Silver Surfer once, though. I got all dressed 
up for a day at the beach -- swimsult, cover-up, sunglasses... But when he picked me up, | 
freaked out. He's the first guy | ever met where | could see my reflection In his chest." She 
patted Walter's leg. "But | guess you want to look for your manuscript now, don't you?" 


“Well, uh, yeah, | do," he answered blankly. He staggered to his feet, led the way Into his 
Study, and sat down In the chair behind his computer. "I was printing the manuscript while |! got 
ready for our date," he sald, pointing to the computer. “When | came to get It later, It was 
gone, and so were the disks | had It stored on." 


"And the back-up disks? You did have back-up disks, didn't you?" 
“Yes, but they're gone, too." 


“Maybe you Just misplaced them. Let's take another look through all your disks." She took a box 
trom the shelf above the monitor; he did the same. "Nothing here. You might want to check the 
disk files themselves; maybe you mislabeled the disks." 


"I'l! do that," he said dubfously, taking the box from her and Inserting a disk Into his com- 
puter. The drive whirred as the disk catalogue appeared on the monitor. "Nothing." He Inserted 
another disk, and got the same result, then went through his entire disk collection twice. None 
of them had any part of Alchemist's World. 


Jennifer looked through his filling cabInet for a printed copy of the manuscript, and quickly 


discovered that the malin reason Walter had a tilting cabinet at all was to keep his messes out of 
sight. 
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"Did you find anything?" he asked her. 
“in that? I'd be lucky to find the manuscript for War and Peace!" 


The writer Immediately tore Into his filing cabinet, strewing Its contents across the room In a 
vain attempt to find his manuscript. "I'm rulned," he muttered, burying his head In hfs hands. 
"Completely, utterly rulned. 1! have to get that manuscript to my editor tomorrow, and there's no 
way | can possibly reconstruct a four hundred page book In that time. I'!1 have to give back the 
advance | recelved, and | can't afford to give up that kind of money." 


The green-skIinned lawyer picked up e paper from the floor. "Maybe you won't have to. This Is 
the contract for your new book. Let me look It over; maybe | can tind some clause that will give 
you an out." She started reading, then looked up. “If nothing else, you could do that graphic 
novel for Stan." 


Walter haphazardly stuffed the rest of his papers back Into the flling cabinet while Jennifer 
read the contract, making vartous suggestions as to how he should proceed the next time he made 
an agreement with his publisher. Suddenly, a loud discordant nolse shook the house, making the 
windows rattle. “What was that?" the woman demanded. 


"Those teen-aged boys next door, with thelr fledgling rock band," the writer fumed. "They call 
themselves ‘Wyld Stallyns' -- and the way they play, they should be run over by wild stalllons. 
| can't stand..." 


Before he could finish, the She-Hulk opened the window and shouted, “Hey, boys! Why not come 
over here and play?" 


She closed the window, and turned to face an angry Walter. “Why did you do that?" he growled. 


"{ thought some mustc would take your mind off your troubles," she answered. "Besides, with all 
the help I'm giving you, | figure you owe It to me." 


"You actually want to listen to them?" 


“Why, sure, Walter. I I!lke experimental music. After all, you know what they say. What kind of 
music does an Incredibly strong six hundred fifty pound green-skIinned woman listen to? Any kind 
she wants." 


The doorbell rang. "That must be your nelghbours. You go entertain them, while | fintsh looking 
over your contract." 


Walter left the room, muttering to himself. 
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He opened the door to two strange-looking teen-aged boys toting equally strange-looking electric 
guitars and even stranger-looking amplifiers. “Mr. Stock?" one of the boys asked. He had curly 
[ight brown halr and wore blue Jeans and a white crop-top, with a lavender Jacket with black 
polka dots tled around his walst. "I'm BI!! S. Preston, Esquire." 


"And I'm Ted ‘'Theodore' Logan," the other boy said. He had straight black hair and wore cut- 
offs, a t-shirt, and a black vest; a bright orange jacket was tied around his walst. 
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"And we're the Wyld Stallyns," they both chimed In as they high-flved each other and shook their 
fists in a triumphant pose. 


"We're sorry {ff our music bothered you before, Mr. Stock," BII! said. “We didn't mean to make 
you mad. That would be most untriumphant, because you're our favourite scfence fiction writer, 
dude. Could we have your autograph on one of your books, IIke maybe The Cast Iron Grotto?" 


The writer sighed wearily. “Yes, { guess so," he sald grudgingly. It was bad enough Jennl fer 
had Invited these dead-headed kids over without checking with him first; It was worse that they 
expected him to do something for them right away. Still, they were his fans, and he couldn't 
disappoint his fans. "Let me get a pen." 


"Do you, like, have a copy of The Cast Iron Grotto you could give us, Mr. Stock?" Ted asked. 


Walter gave them a dirty look. Maybe he could disappolInt these fans. “Why don't you get set up 
In the IIving room while | see what | can come up with?" He went to a storage closet and pulled 
out a large cardboard box filled with coples of Pueblo Has Been Taken, which sold so poorly that 
It was remaindered within a week of Its publication. If these guys wanted him to provide them 
with coples of his books, he might as well get something out of the deal, too. 


He found a pen and quickly autographed the books, then returned to the living room to find It 
covered with a mess of equipment and cables. “Here you go, guys,” he said, handing each an 
autographed book. "I! didn't have any copies of The Cast tron Grotto on me, so | hope you don't 


mind getting one of my earlier books Instead." 


"Not at all, dude," BII! replied. Then he turned to his partner. “Say, Ted, Isn't this the book 
we tried to sell to rafse money for our demo tape?" 


"tt sure Is, dude. We've stil! got half of your garage full of coples. They're great for our 
acoustics." 


Waiter scowled as he surveyed the tangle of wires lald out across his floor. "I hope this stuff 
won't blow out my fuse~box." 


"No way, dude," BII! repliled. “We've got our own power source." He pointed to a large cyl Inder 
set up near the wall. "That's our portable nuclear generator." 


The writer's face went white. "Nuclear generator?" 

"Yeah, dude," Ted said. "We need that to power our alpha-wave enhancer.” 

“Your what?" 

"it's the fundamental pert of our equipment, dude," BII! explained, polnting to a large black box 
near the generator. "It gives our listeners a totally bodacious feeling that completely wipes 
their minds of ali anger and hostility, and tunes them [Into thelr potential to be excellent to 
each other." 

The writer looked skeptical. "Be excellent to each other?" 

“Yeah, dude. It frees them to be super-creative dudes living In untversal harmony," Bil! re- 
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piled. 

"Yeah, It zaps thelr chakras with visions of awesome tranquillity." 

Somehow, Walter thought their claims were overblown. The only thing thelr music had ever zapped 
his chakras with was one hundred twenty decibels of nolse. And If BIIi and Ted were examples of 


“super-creative dudes," then Walter Stock made Olaf Stapledon look Itke a dime novel lst. 


“We're really grateful you let us come over, Mr. Stock," Ted told him. "But we always thought 
you didn't Ifke our music." 


"| don't. But my date does. She wanted to hear you play, and she's not the kind of woman you 
want to argue with." Not unless you're a Sherman tank, that Is. 


“Well, Ifke, who's your date, dude?" 

At that moment, Jennifer entered the room, carrying the writer's contract. "Walter, | think I've 
found something here that can help you out. I| can't save your advance, but..." She noticed Bil! 
and Ted. "Oh, hello, boyse I! see you brought your equipment with you." 

"The She-Hulk!" they both exclaimed. Excitedly, they turned to Walter. "Excellent, dude!" 


Hormones raging, they clapped him on the back In Jubllation, then turned back to his date, 
drooling. 


"That's a most savoury outfit you have on," Ted told her. 


"Why, thank you." The green woman flashed him a smile. "You wouldn't be related to Tony Stark, 
would you?" 


"She-Hulk, we have every one of your comic books," Bill sald, pumping her hand vigorously. 

“Oh, really? You're not fooling me, are you?" 

"No way, She-Hulk," Ted answered. 

“You'd better not be, or I'I! come over to your house and rip up all your X=Men comics." 

BIIlt looked at Ted. "She sald she'd rip up our X-Men?" They stared at each other a moment, then 
joined In an alr guitar riff and an "Excellent, dude!" Then BII! asked, "Gosh, She-Hulk, would 


you autograph our poster of you?" 


“Sure, boys.e 1! wouldn't want to disappoint my fans." She took a pen from her purse. "I'il walt 
for one of you to run home and fetch the poster, then I'I1l sign It." 


“No need to wait," Ted sald, pulling a long roll of slick paper out of his vest. "I've got it 
right here." He handed It to her, and she unrolled It to reveal a picture of herself, wearing 
Jegging clothes and headphones connected to a platform In her right hand, on which she carried a 
four-plece band. 


She autographed it, "To my excellent fans, Bill and Ted. With love, Jennifer (the She-Hulk) 


Walters," and handed It back. The writer regarded the boys sourly, envy turning him almost as 
green as his date. 
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“Oh, don't look so sour, Walter," Jennifer sald, smiling. "You can have one of my posters, too." 
She put an arm around his shoulders and gave him a quick squeeze that pulled him off his feet, 
then handed him his contract. “Look at that paragraph. There's a clause that says If you fall 
to deliver the book on time, you lose the advance and must remit any part recelved. However, If 
you can produce the manuscript for AlchemIst's World within two months after the deadline, you 
can still recelve payment and royalties -- at a substantially reduced rate, of course." 


He looked at the clause. It was a substantially reduced rate, all right; If It were reduced any 
more, his pubilsher could clalm to be a vanity press. He hadn't seen a rate so low since he 
tried to find a publisher for Planet Without Mercy. He hadn't gotten any mercy then, and It 


didn't look IIike he was golng to get any now. "What If | can't produce the manuscript In two 
months?" 


“Do the words ‘taken to the cleaners! mean anything to you?" 


“Oooh, boy!" HIs knees buckled, and he would have fallen to the floor If she hadn't caught him. 
"I'm rulned." 


"{'m sorry, Walter," Jennifer sald. "| wish ! could do more for youe Say, If you do that 
graphic novel for Stan, I'I! see what | can do about getting him to advance you enough to cover 
your losses here. A good hammer-lock and dipping his head In a bucket of water a few times ought 
to do It. Other than that, | can't do anything to help youe.-except maybe take you out on the 
town. Dinner and dancing? I'!l stil! pay for dinner." 


The writer considered his predicament. His manuscript was gone, probably stolen, along with all 
the data disks he'd used In writing It. He'd have to forfeit the advance, which would seriously 
jeopardize his financlal plans. He could salvage the book deal by reconstructing the four hun- 
dred page manuscript In two months -- working night and day for a payment that wouldn't buy him a 
Big Mac and fries, let alone cover his actual and psychological costs. He could recover his 
costs by agreeing to do the graphic novel -- but that meant spending another four months working 
on another manuscript right after spending an Intense elght months writing the previous manu~ 
script. Twice. 


And he wouldn't be able to do any of It unless he went out with Jennifer. Her offer to pay for 
dinner was nice, but with all the pressure he was under, {t had all the flavour of a condemned 
man's last meal. It didn't help that she looked like a Martian on sterolds, either. He could 
turn her down, of course; his ego and maybe his reputation could survive the court battle that 
would ensue -- but his bank balance couldn't. 


One factor, however, loomed foremost In his mind. "I can't dance." 


"That's no problem; I'l! teach you," the She-Hu Ik volunteered. "I'm not the world's best dancer 
myself, but when | get out on the floor, who's going to criticize me?" 


"You can't dance?" BIII asked. “Definitely bogus." 
“Most untriumphant," Ted offered. 
Jennifer turned to the boys. "Why don't you two play some dance music for us?" She grabbed her 


date by the hand and kicked off her shoes. "Just watch my feet, Walter, and do what | do. Don't 
worry about stepping on my toes; | can take It. It's when | step on your toes that you have to 
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worry. Hit It, boys." 


Bill and Ted revved up thelr gultars and launched Into a raucous riff of mangled melody that 
vibrated vases, shook window shades, and left Walter's ears ringing for several minutes. At no 
time did he move, while Jennifer boogled to her heart's content. "Come on," she encouraged him. 
“Why aren't you dancing?" 


"| can't dance to that! J can't even stand to IIsten to It! Don't you guys know anything else, 
something older?" 


“Well, dude," BIII offered, “there's this triumphant classic tune that ceme out Just last 
week..." 


"That's not what | had In mind. Go look through my music collection. There must be something 
there we can dance to." 


BIIit and Ted went to Walter's stereo rack and thumbed through his record collection. "Lawrence 
Welk, Bobby Vinton, Vaughn Monroe, Wayne Newton... Totally egreglous music," BII! sald. 


“Most untriumphant," Ted agreed. "Say, Mr. Stock, who's this Mel Tormy guy?" 
"That's Mel Torme," the writer corrected. 


"| used to date this judge who was a big Mel Torme fan," the She-Hulk volunteered. “Loved magic 
tricks and practical Jokes, too. But there was this real sleazy prosecuting attorney In his 
courtroom who came on to me once, wanted me to give him a night he'd always remember. J gave It 
to him, all right." She jabbed the air with her fist. “First attorney ! ever put In orbit." 


She went to the stereo rack and took over the search. "'Disco Platypus,* ‘Ultra Worse,’ "Funky 
Wagnall's'... Wow, Walter, you must have the entire stock of K-Te! albums In here. Ah, here's 
something!" She put a Little Richard record on the stereo, and soon the speakers were throbbing 
with “Jenny, Jenny." She grabbed the writer by the arm. "They're playing my song, Walter. 
Let's dance." 


The She-Hulk started to shimmy; Walter followed along as best he could. “That's It! Keep It up; 
you're doing great!" his partner encouraged. Then she heard a loud wolf-whistie. “Why, Walter, 
§ didn't know you had It In you." 


"That wasn't me," he replted meekly. 


She looked at BII| and Ted. “It wasn't us, elther," BIII sald. "That would be a totally heltnous 
act." 


The green woman shrugged her shoulders’ and started dancing againe Then a gravelly voice sald, 
“What a luscltous babe!" 


The She-Hulk put her hands on her hips, and her face fiushed the same shade of green as her hair. 
“All right! Who called me a lusclous babe?" She glared at Walter, BI!I, and Ted tn turn; each 
nervously shook his head to deny making the come~one "Well, somebody said It, and when | find 
that somebody, I'!1..." She ground her fist Into the palm of her other hand. 


"You heard me?" the gravelly volce asked In surprise. 
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"| sure did, you sleaze-bucket!" She looked around the room, flalling her arms. “When |! get my 
hands on you..." 


"Cool It, gorgeous. You can't touch me, no matter how hard you try, although | wouldn't ming 
touching you under the right circumstances. Unfortunately, !'m a hologram." 


"You're a what?" Walter demanded. 


"t*m a hologram; name's Al." The writer looked puzzled. “What's the matter, pal, haven't you 
ever seen an invisible hologram before?" Al chuckled. "You can't see me or touch me. You 
shouldn't even be able to hear me, unlesse.. Of course! The alpha-wave enhancer tn the kids! 
musical equipment! It's picking up the frequency of my braln-wave I{nk-up with Sem. No wonder!" 


Bil! looked at Ted. "Awesome! We could get this guy to be our announcer. Think what a gimmick 
like this would do for our act!" 


"Totally outstanding, dude! Say, Mr. Hologram, could you let us speak to Elvis Presley?" 


"Sorry, | can't; he's over at the 7-Eleven right now. Actually, though, I'm just as alive as you 
ere. I'm an observer from the future. The only reason I'm here Is because my partner Sam Is 
somewhere In this time period." A loud chirp punctuated his remarks. "That Gooshle! ! should 
have known he wouldn't forget about my sneaking off with LucI!le at the project Christmas party." 


"Who's this Sam you mentioned?" the She-Hulk asked. 


"My best friend, and a really talented guy. Sam came up with this great Idea for time travel, 
where he could exchange bodles with someone In the past. But something went wrong with the 
project, and now he leaps Into other people's lives entirely at random. | show up every now and 
then to help him out." 


Walter wished someone would show up to help him out. He had a missing manuscript, a green 
Amazon, two alir-headed teen-aged rockers -- and now, a time-travelling Claude Rains. "This 
friend of yours, Sam... is he nearby?" 


There was a loud chirp. “Yeah, he leaped Into the body of a rock promoter." BIII and Ted did a 
high five and waved thelr fists triumphantly. There was another loud chirp. "Or maybe It was 
the body of a claims adjustor." The writer's shoulders sagged, and his face drained of colour. 
"It's hard to tell; Ziggy Isn't working the way he should." 


Suddenly, a dark-haired man smoking a thick clgar appeared next to the alpha-wave enhancer. He 
seemed to be In his late forties, and wore black pants, a blue shirt, a loud red jacket, a 
polka-dot bow-tie, and a fedora with a polka-dot hatband. He held an ob ject resembling an elec- 
tronic address book In one hand, and whacked It several times with the hee! of his other hand. 
"Come on, you bag of microchips!" The device chirped. "Ah, there we go. Sam's nearby, al! 
right. Ziggy here also says you're Walter Stock, a sclence fiction writer, and that your latest 
manuscript's been stolen." 


"That's right. Is Sam supposed to get It back?" 


"There's an elghty~sIx percent probability..." The device chirped again. "Oh, great! On the 
blink again." He swatted the device, but without success. "I! have no Idea. The Interference 
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trom this..." He looked at the enhancer, then around the room, suddenly noticing everyone else's 
eyes were focused In his direction. "Can you see me?" 


“We sure can," the She-Hulk growled, trying to cuff him; the blow passed right through. him. 
"What the...?" 


"Like | told you before, beautiful, you can't touch me» Unfortunately, | can't touch you, 
elther, and that's too bad. We'd make an Interesting pair. You're blg and green..." 


“And you'd be black and blue If | could touch you!" 
"But you can't," the hologram repited sweetly. "Oh, well, | can always get Tina to palnt herself 
green and dress up for me. One time, she dressed up as a gift package from Hickory Farms. | 


tell you, I never enjoyed bologna so much In my II fe." 


Walter'd had about al! the bologna he could handle. “Just how long have you been here?" he asked 
Al. 


"If you're asking If | saw who took your manuscript, the answer Is noe Sorry." 

The writer turned from his visitors, went to his sofa, and collapsed on It, his head in his 
hands. Without the manuscript for Alchemist's World, his career as a writer was plunged Into 
turmol!. He faced a future of slaving away on writing projects he didn't Itke, just to stay In 
debt and out of court. He'd hoped to do some travelling on the rest of hls advance money -- but 


with what he'd have left after this flasco, he'd be lucky to make [t as far as the grocery store. 


A large welght depressed the seat next to him, and ‘he looked up Into the smiling -- and green -- 
face of Jennifer Walters. "It's not so bad," she consoled. "You stil! have me." 


Walter buried his face deeper Into hIs hands. 

She put her arms around him, her touch surprisingly gentle. "Oh, Walter, It's not so bad. 
You'|I| see." She patted his arm. "Hey, If things work wut between us, | just might give you the 
only thing all men want from me." 

He looked up at her, and shuddered. "W...w..ewhat's that?" 

"Free legal advice." 

"Hey, pal, | wouldn't pass up a deal IIke that," Al declared. 


"Party on, dude!" BIIl and Ted added. 


The writer sighed, and hauled himself to his feet. "Oh, all right. Let's get on with It." His 
future was already rulned; why not screw up hIs present as wel 1? 


"That's the spirit," the She-Hulk said, getting to her feet. She turned to BIII and Ted. "Boys, 
let's put some real dancing music on." 


They complied, and soon Billy Joel was singing "Uptown Girl." Jennifer sang along as she danced, 


substituting the words “big, green" for “uptown.” The teenagers fell In step behind her, while 
Al danced around the enhancer. Walter stood watching, and scratching his head. 
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"Oh, come on, Walter, dance!" Jennifer pleaded. "This Is easy." 
"Yeah," Al told him, "Tina and | do this all the time. | used to be a regular on a dance show 
when | was a teenager. Just watch me." The holographic visitor started to show off his moves, 


but as soon as he danced a dozen steps away from the enhancer, he disappeared. "See how easy It 
1s? Just do what | do." 


The writer was baffled. "How can | do what you do when | can't see you?" 


"You can't?" The hologram suddenly reappeared next to the generator. "Boy, this Is really golng 
to cramp my style!" 


Tell me about It, Walter wanted to reply. The music changed to a disco tune.e "Come on," the 
She-Hulk Invited. "Let's do the Bump." Before Walter could respond, she bumped hIm with her hip 
-- and sent him flying across the room; he narrowly missed the televisfon set as he crashed Into 


one of BII| and Ted's speakers. "Oops!" 


The writer moaned as he rolled over onto his back. He could stop worrying about tomorrow; he'd 
be lucky If he survived that long. 


The two teenagers quickly helped him to hIs feet. "Are you okay, Mr- Stock?" BIIl asked, brush- 
Ing off hIs clothes. 


"YeoeYooeyeaheoe” Except for a sore jaw, a pounding headache, shooting pain In his sfde, and 
blurred visfon, he was fine. 


“Bogus move, dude,“ Ted sald. 


“Most untriumphant," Walter agreed. "Great! Now, I'm talking like them!" he muttered to himself 
as he walked away. 


Then he heard a knock at the door. Now what? With a manuscript missing, and a glant green date, 
two teen-aged musicians, and a IIbidinous hologram all preventing him from looking for It, what 
else could happen to him? 

He opened the door. Two men tn dark sults stood there. One was of average helght, with dark 
halr and beady eyes; the other was taller, with dark hair and not-so-beady eyes, and carrying a 
br lefcase. 

The shorter man spoke. "Mr. Stock?" 


*Yes?" 


"My name Is Maxwell Smart; I'm with the government." He held up an offictal-looking pass, then 
gestured to his companion. "This Is my assoclate, Hymie." 


*"Hymie?" 
“My father's name was Hymie," the other man answered flatly. 
"We're Investigating the sales of certain computer disks," Smart explained. "We have reason to 
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think enemy agents have been sending coded messages on computer disks distributed In this area." 


Walter's head swam. It might explain what happened to Alchemist's World... "What...brand of 
disks?" 


"“CompuMatice" Smart noticed the writer's apprehensive look. “Don't tell me you recently bought 
some?" 


"Yes, | recently bought CompuMatic disks..." 


"| asked you not to tel! me that!" The agent looked around. "Can we discuss this Inside? I'd 
rather we didn't stand around out here. It looks too conspicuous." 


Conspicuous? If Walter's nelghbours hadn't noticed a glant green woman trying to bash his door 
In, they certalInly wouldn't notice two men tn business sults standing there talking to him. 
"Well..." 

"Please. This Is a matter of national security." 

He hesitated a moment, then sighed. “Oh, all right, come In." Another guest or two couldn't 
hurt, he told himself -- but he'd told himself the seme thing the other times uninvited guests 
had shown up, right before he let them {nside to ruin his life. 

Walter led the newcomers Into the IIving room, where Smart tripped over several of BII! and Ted's 
cables. The teenagers were playing along to a record on his stereo -- or, at least, he thought 
they were. "Boys, I'd Ifke you to meet my new guests. BIIlI and Ted, this !s Maxwell Smart and 
Hymte." 

"Hymie?" BIIl asked. "Egregious name, dude." 

“My father's name was Hymle." 


"Say, Mr. Smart," Ted asked, “are you a rock promoter?" 


"No, but | can get you two a gig playing for Manue! Noriega." Walter didn't think that was such 
a good Idea -- after all, there were rules against cruel and unusual punishment. 


"Fer out, dude!" Bill exclalmed, exchanging high-fives with Ted. "Just one question." 

“Wheat Is i+?" 

"Who's Manuel Norlega?" 

Smart rolled his eyes. "Your last name wouldn't be Larrabee, by any chance?" Both teenagers 
shook their heads, and the agent glanced toward one corner of the room, where he saw the She-Hulk 
dancing. "Who Is that?" 

"My date," the writer replied matter-of-factly. 

Smart shrugged. “Well, I guess you are a sclence fiction writer." 

Walter tgnored the comment as he led the two agents over to the green woman, who was In the midst 
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of a conversation with the now-invisible Al. “.seeand while Tigra was throwIng herself at any man 
who caught her fancy, the Wasp and | were Just sitting there minding our own business. Then 
Rogue got drunk and started kissing everybody In sight, so they kicked us out." 


"That reminds me of the time Sam leaped Into the body of this male stripper. Boy, was he embar- 
rassed! So was |, actually. Half the audience was composed of my old girl-friends." 


"That's amazing," Smart sald to his host. 

"What, that she's green all over?" 

"No, that she's such a great ventriloquist. 1! didn't even see her IIps move." 

"No, no, that's Ale You can't see him just now. He's a hologram." 

"He's a what?" 

"What's the matter, haven't you ever seen an Invisible hologram before?" The writer grinned with 
satisfaction. “Al, Jennifer, I'd Itke you to meet Maxwell Smart and Hymle. They have a lead on 


what's happened to my manuscript." 


"That's terrific!" the She-Hulk said» Then she stopped dancing and gave Hymie a head-to-toe 
appraisal with her eyes. "Say, Hymie, you want to dance?" 


Hymie looked at Smart uneasily. "Max?" 
"Go ahead, Hymie. It's all right." 


The tune on the stereo changed to a fast-dancing song. Jennifer grabbed Hymle by the arm, barely 
allowing him time to set down his briefcase. “Come on, Hymle, get down!" 


Hymie hit the floor with a thud. 
The She-Hulk looked at Walter and Smart. “What happened?" 


"| forgot to tell you," Smart sald. "Hymle takes everything you tell him literally. He's a 
cyber naut." 


"So what's his religton got to do with {t?" 

"No, Jennifer," Walter explained. "That means he's a robot." 

"Oh, well, that's no problem," she replied. "I went out with Machine Man once. Only guy | ever 
dated who needed an oll change every s!x months or fifteen thousand miles." She went to the 


fallen robot and held out her hand. “Get up, Hymle. Let's dance." 


She led him through an Intricate serles of steps that, try as he might, he couldn't quite master. 
"Come on, Hymfte," she chided. "Pick up your feet." 


The robot bent over, grabbed his right calf with both hands, pulled -- and promptly hit the floor 
again. “No, no, Hymie, that's not what | meant. Get up, and we'll try [t+ agaln." 
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Hymie stood up and followed her as she led him through another series of steps; this time, he did 
abetter job. "That's It, Hymle! Now you're getting It! Just follow the music." 


At that moment, the stereo speakers blurted out, "Shake, shake, shake... Shake, shake, shake..." 
Hymfe stood and quivered violently. Then, as the record blared, "Shake your bootie... Shake 
your bootie..." the robot lifted his right leg and shook It. 


“That's an, er, Interesting step, Hymle," Jennifer observed. “Maybe | should give It a try." 
She duplicated his moves, then segued Into the Funky Chicken while Walter and Smart looked on. 


"Say, they make quite a couple," Al remarked. "I'll bet he won't fly halfway across the room 
when she does the Bump with him. Of course, she's supposed to be your date..." 


Don't remind me, Walter thought. I+ was bad enough that Alchemist's World was missing, and worse 
yet that he'd been set up for a blind date with a large green woman who could eas!ly break him In 
half -- If she IIked him. But worst of all, her arrival was the first In yet another series of 
strange guests he'd never have allowed In his home under norma! circumstances -- If there was 
still such a thing as "normal circumstances" where he was concerned. 


But Al was right; she was hts date. He should go to her and ask -- no, demand -- that she give 
him the next dance. He had the right... 


But nelther the courage nor the disability Insurance. 


The telephone rang, and Walter Inwardly breathed a sigh of relief. “Excuse me, would someone 
turn down the stereo? | have to answer the phone." 


"Don't bother," Smart said. "It's for me." 
"How do you Know?" 


"Because It's my phone." The agent went to the sofa, sat down, and took off his right shoe. He 
ratsed a small latch In the heel, then removed the entire sole, revealing an earplece In the heel 
and a disk over the arch that folded out to become both a mouthplece and a rotary dial. The 
ringing stopped. “See?" 


Walter saw. He knew about the latest advances In cellular technology, but he'd never before seen 
a portable phone like thls one. 


"Smart here," the agent sald Into the recelver. "Oh, hello, Ninety-nine. Yes, I've been reacti- 
vated againe Isn't It wonderful?...Yes, It's all classified, honeye |! wish | could tell you 
about It, but | can't right now. I'I! tell you when | get back...! have to let you go, honey, my 
fleld supervisor Is comlIng soon...! love you, too, Ninety-nine...Ninety-nine, there are people 
here!...Oh, all right..." He puckered his lips and made a kissing nolse Into the mouthpiece. 
"Good-bye, honey." He folded the mouthplece over the dial, replaced the sole, and put his shoe 
back on. 


“Ninety-nine, huh?" Al commented. “Sounds like a really hot number to me." 


"| should think so," Smart answered. "We're celebrating our twenty-second wedding anniversary In 
a couple of months." 
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"{*ve been married almost twenty-two years myself," the hologram replied. "Took me five -- or 
was It six? -- wives to do It; I've lost track. Why do you call her 'Ninety-nine'?2" 


“That was her agent number when we both worked for CONTROL. | always call her that; It brings 
back the old days." 


"So what's her real name?" 

Smart looked pensive. "I don't know." 

"Yeah, | have that problem myself," Al admitted. 

Walter looked at the agent. "You sald something about your fleld supervisor coming here?" The 
last thing he needed was another guest -- but the way things were golng, he was golng to get one 


whether he {Iked if or not. 


"That's right." He cocked his head, listening to the clatter of a helicopter. "That should be 
him now." 


The writer ran to a window, and saw a white hellcopter settiing down on his front lawne As the 
rotor blades stopped whirling, a man and a woman ~~ both dressed In white -- climbed out and 
headed for his front door. He went to let them In, but was beaten to It by BIII and Ted. 


"Trfumphant entrance, dudes!" BII! exclatmed. 


"Yeah, we gotta make an entrance IiIke that ourselves some time," Ted added, then turned to his 
partner. The two exchanged licks on their air guitars. 


“Uh, thank you...! think," the man In white repiled. 

"Totally white outfits," Bill sald, examining the newcomers’ clothes. The man wore a snow-white 
three-piece sult, tle, and fedora; his cane, however, was ebony, as was the left lens of his 
eyeglasses. His hair and moustache were a greying blond, making him a dashing figure In spite of 
the fact that he walked with a |imp- His black female companion wore an all-white skirted sult, 


and carrfed herself proudly. 


“Yeah, whiter-than-white white," Ted agreed. "Welcome to the party, dudes!" Walter blanched at 
the mention of the word "party." 


The man tn white turned to the writer. "Would someone mind explaining what those two were 
talking about?" 


“Your guess Is as good as mine." 


"Well," the woman sald, "I think they're a couple of totally bodaclous kids who play truly 
excellent mustc." She gave her companion a know!Ing smile; he shook his head In amusement. 


"You know," the man mused, "I sometimes think we should hire teenagers to write our codes. 
There's no enemy In the world who could possibly decIpher thelr Itngo." He extended a hand to 
Walter. "I'm Michael Coldsmith Briggs III." 


The writer took his hand. “Walter Stock." 
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"This ts my assoctate, Marella." 


"We're here to Investigate the passing of coded Information on computer disks," the woman sald as 
she shook hIs hand. "Is there a Maxwell Smart here?" 


"Yes, as a matter of fact." it was one fact he wished he didn't have, but It was his only lead 
toward getting Alchemist's World back. "He's In the IIvIng room with my other guests. You've 


already met BIII and Ted; 1 should warn you that the others are a {Iittle...strange." 


"That's all right," the man In white safd. "I've dealt with hundreds of strange situations In my 
time. This won't be anything different." 


Oh, yeah? Walter led them Inside. Bill and Ted, back at thelr guitars, were murdering another 
album by playing along with It. Al, standing next to the alpha-wave enhancer and calmly reading 
a racing form, alternated between visible and Invisible -- tn time with the music. The She-Hulk 
was teaching Hymie yet another dance step, and Smart was sitting on the sofa, making another call 
on his shoe-phone. 


"Then again," Coldsmith-Briggs amended, "|! could be wrong." 


Smart hung up his phone and walked over to the new arrivals. "Il scream, you scream, we all 
scream for Ice cream," he said. 


"What?" 
"| scream, you scream, we all scream for Ice cream," he repeated. “What's the counter-sign?" 


"Oh, the counter-sign." Coidsmith-8riggs put a hand to hIs chine “Vantlla, chocolate, or tutti- 
frutti2" 


"A double-dip tutti-frutti cone with a triple helping of sprinkles." 


“Hey, dude!" Ted Interrupted. "All that cholesterol Is most helnous for your heart. You ought 
to have some low-fat yogurt Instead." 


"Do you mind?" Smart snapped. "We're exchanging passwords and counter-signs." He turned back to 
the man In white. "Well?" 


The senior agent sighed heavily. "Never minde" He extended his right hand. "Agent Elghty-s!x?" 
“Archange |?" 
"Yes." The two men shook hands. "This {s my assoclate, Marella." 


The former CONTROL agent pointed toward a corner of the room. "And over there Is my associate, 
Hymie." He called to the robot. “Hey, Hymie, come over here and say hello to Archangel." 


His partner stopped dancing; he and the She-Hulk joined the others. "Hello to Archangel," Hymie 
said. 


"Pleased to meet you, Hymie-" Coldsmith-Briggs offered his hand, but the robot stood motionless. 
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“Well, Hymle," Smart sald In irritation, "give Archangel your hand." 
Hymie extended his right hand, grabbed It with his left, and twisted It In a counter-clockwise 
direction. Smart slapped his forehead. "No, no, Hymie! Give him your hand In a firm hand- 


shake!" 


"Oh." The robot screwed his hand back Into place, then grasped Archangel's firmly. The senlor 
agent looked confused. 


"| forgot to tell you," Smart explained. “Hymle's a robot. He sometimes takes things the wrong 
way." 


“| know a few people IIke that." The man In white looked at the She-Hulk. "And who are you?" 
"I'm Jennifer Walters, but you can call me the She-Hulk." 
"|'m Michael Coldsmith-Briggs, but you can call me Archangel." 


"No, I'tl call you Michael," she decided. “I already know an Archangel, and | wouldn't want to 
ruffle his feathers -- especially not the kind he has." 


“Whatever you say." He regarded her appreclatively. "And what are you dofng here?" 

"I'm Walter's date." 

"Well, I'd say he has a rather...Interesting taste In women." 

"Thank youe" She studied him closely. "Nice outfit. Must be difficult to keep clean, though." 
"It Ise That's what | have an expense account for." 

"You want to dance?" 

"With this leg?" He tapped his right leg with his cane. 


"Oh, go ahead and dance with her," Marella sald. "You weren't that great a dancer before you 
were fnJjured." 


"Oh, really? And how would you know?" 

She didn't answer, Just smiled devilishly. 

“Well, then," he Informed her, “you can dance with me -~ after we've taken care of business-" He 
looked around the room. "Now, then, the reason I'm here..." Someone was missinge "Walt a 
minute. What happened to the man In the red coat?" 

"Oh, you mean Al?" Walter asked. 

"Right here, pal," the hologram said. "You'!i! have to pardon my Invisibility, but I decided to 


move tn a little closer to hear what you were saying." He was silent a moment. "Say, Archangel, 
| Itke your taste In women." 
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“Thank you," Marella said before he could reply. "I'm sure | speak for all of Michael's assist- 
ants In accepting the comp! iment." 


"You mean all of his assistants are beautiful women?" 

“That's right," the black woman acknowledged. By now, her superlor's face was beet-red. 

“Well, where do | sign up for a Job IIke his?" 

"Yeah," Ted piped up, "I could go for a gig like that myself. Excellent, dude!" 

The senior agent's expression changed from embarrassment to frustration. "Could we please get 
down to business? I{'m here to discuss the matter of government secrets belng passed on computer 
disks." 

"Certainly," Smart sald. "We traced Mr. Stock here as one of the buyers." 

"Oh? Mr. Stock?" Archangel's tone was faintly accusatory. 

"| didn't know anything about those disks untlIl he came here," Walter protested, polnting at 
Smart. "And, besides, my disks were stolen just today -- with a very Important manuscript on 
them!" 


"Oh, really?" 


The She-Hulk suddenly grabbed Archangel by the shoulders, picked him up, and shook him. "Now, 
just a minute!" she roared. "You're not accusing Walter of being Involved In this, are you?" 


“I'm not accusing anybody of anything," he replied calmly. "Now, would you please let go of me?" 
Her anger abated, the green woman gently put hIm down. He stralghtened his jacket, then looked 
disapprovingly at the crumpled lapels. “I'l! have to remember to ask for an Increase In the 
Firm's Congresstonal appropriation..." 


“What about my manuscript?" the writer demanded. 


Archangel! jooked at him with considerable sympathy. "Mr. Stock, I'm sorry your manuscript was 
stolen. We do, however, Know the groups Involved In passing this Information." 


"You do? Then there's a chance of getting my manuscript back?" 

"It's possible," the senlor agent conceded, "but | can't promise anything. It's Itkely these 
people will destroy or erase the disks once they get the Information on them smuggled out of the 
country. And even If we can get your disks back before that happens, we'd still be unable to 
return them soon- I hope you don't need that manuscr!ipt tomorrow." 

Waiter hung his head In sorrow. "Unfortunately, | do." 


*{ am truly sorry. ! wish | could do more to help you." 


There It was. Any hope of saving his advance for Alchemist's World was gone. There was an 
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outside chance he could recover the manuscript and thereby save himself the effort of recon- 
structing It -- as well as the lawsult that would follow If he didn't produce the book. But It 
was a slim hope, and he was beyond the potnt of reaching tor slim hopes- HIs only course of 
action was the one Jennifer offered. 


Jennifer. She was standing next to him, her arm around his shoulders, surprisingly gentle. 
Surprised, he looked up, and was met by a warm smile. Even more surprising, he found his own arm 
reaching around her walst as he smiled back. 


Then she spoke, her volce deep and sensuous. But she spoke to Archangel. "Michael, you sald you 
know who's behind the theft of Walter's disks. Who Is It?" 


"Well, that's a bit complicated," Coldsmith-Briggs replied. "We belleve the actual theft was 
engineered by agents from an organization known as KAOS." 


“KAOS!" Smart exclaimed. "! should have known they'd be behind o scheme IIke this!" 


"Actually, It Isn't just KAOS. We had you reactivated because, as a CONTROL agent, you've had 
extensive dealings with KAOS. However, the KAOS agents were hired by another counter-IntellI- 
gence and terrorist group -- F-E-A-R." He pronounced each letter slowly. 


"Well, of course, It's FEAR," Smart sald. “It has to be FEAR.e Who else could ft be but FEAR?" 
A puzzled look crossed his face. “Archangel, who fs FEAR?" 


Coldsmith-Briggs sIghed, and shook his head. “Zeus warned me about working with you CONTROL 
agents, but did | IIsten?" He took a deep breath. “FEAR ts a worldwide organization dedicated 
to the destabilization of world governments through the use of decelt, treachery, and the llega! 
acquisition of advanced technology and government secrets. As a matter of fact, an expert on 
FEAR Is flyIng In to brief youe He should be here shortly." 


Oh, no! Not another untnvited guest! Walter already had more of those than he could handle. He 
was ready to give up on Alchemist's World and take up residence In a cardboard box; It was about 
all he'd be able to afford after this debacle. He could picture vultures circling around his 
house, waiting to pick the flesh from his bones and the money from hIs wallet. 


Absently, he looked out the window. He could actually see the vultures; the shadow of one of 
them just swept across the front lawn. It was a big one, too, as big as a man... As big as a 
man? He rubbed his eyes; his tmagInatton was getting the better of hIm. But when he opened them 
again, the shadow had passed over Archangel's helicopter and was wheeling about. 


The man-sized bird shadow passed over his lawn again; this time, a smaller bird shadow accompa- 
nied It. The writer cast a nervous glance at Archangel; from the other man's expression, he 
guessed he'd seen It, too. "What Its It?" 


"That must be Agent Randall. He was with Inter-Nation Security for a number of years, thelr 
chief agent In dealing with FEAR." He tapped his cane on the floor several times. "I should 
warn youe Ray Randall is -- how should | say It? -- different..." 


Different? Different? Walter already had a green glantess, a holographic observer from the 


future, an excessively IIteral-minded robot, and a man who talked Into his shoe. With "guests" 
like these, how could anyone possibly be described as "dI fferent"? 
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He was about to find out. When he opened the front door to acmit the latest arrival, he was met 
by a tall man wearing a mustard-yellow bodysult, black trunks, a joInted red belt, red bands 
eround his wrists and ankies, yellow boots, a blue cowl with a black eye mask, a segmented gold 
necklace, and a golden helmet with a red winged starburst crest. He also had a pair of large 
bluish-white wings. <A gigantic purplish-brown eagle perched on his left forearm; It wore 8 gold 
necklace with the same winged starburst crest. "Agent Randall?" the writer sald hesitantly. 
"Yes," the winged man replied In a deep, powerful voice. "But | don't use that name any more." 


"What should | call you then?" 


“BIIRDman!" the newcomer shouted In an operatic baritone that seemed to have Its own bullt-In 
echo. 


“Say what?" 


“BIIRDmant" tt made Walter's ears ring. “And thts Is my eagle, Avenger. |! hope you don't mind 
the Intrusion, Mr...?" 


"Stock. Not at all, Mr..-Birdman." By now, the writer was past caring who showed up at his 
doorstep, although he had to admit he'd never seen a get-up like this one, at least not since 
he'd judged the costumes at ReCon. "This way to the living room" 

“tnside?" Birdman asked, seeming nervous. 


"You have a problem with that?" 


The winged man nodded toward the western sky. “It's just that | don't like to be out of the 
sunlight for very long." 


"I'll make sure you sit by a window," Walter said sarcastically, then took another look at the 
newcomer. “If you can sit down, that Is." He motioned for Birdman to follow, and led the winged 


man and his eagle Inside. 


As they entered the living room, the She-Hulk approached Birdman. "Say, | know youe Aren't you 
Hawkman, the OC super-hero?" 


*Hawkman? You think I'm Hawkman?" the pInioned hero squawked Indignantly. "{!'m BIIRDman!" 


“Well, I'm the SHEE~Hulk!" the green woman roared back, loudly enough to jar the eagle from Its 
perch. 


“The She-Hulk. Yes, I've heard of youe A pity there weren't more super-herolInes during my 
heyday." Birdman stroked the back of his eagle's neck. "This Is Avenger." 


“Avenger, huh?" the jade glantess replied thoughtfully. "You know, as a member of the Avengers, 
! think we have the makings of a lawsult here." She noticed the winged hero's frown. “Just 
kidding, Birdie." 

"Birdle?" he squawked. "Birdie?" 


"That's right, Birdie, and you can call me Shulkle. A lot of super-heroes today have nicknames. 
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Sptder Man Is ‘Spidey,’ and Iron Man fs 'Shellhead,' and | won't tell you what we call Tigra. 
Maybe we can get together some evening and discuss how times have changed." 


"| don't think so. I['m not much fun after sundown." 
“Well, how about a dance?" 


“Another time, perhaps," the avian hero replied. "I have business to attend to." He spotted 
Archangel. "Falcon Seven! it's been a long time!" 


"Longer than you think," the man In white replied, shaking his hand. “I'm not Falcon Seven. 
Michael Coldsmith-Briggs lil. Call me Archangel." 


"You're not with Inter-Nation Security?" 
"No." 


"| guess It has been a long time. All one-eyed Intelligence operatives are starting to look 
alike to me.“ 


Bil! and Ted greeted the costumed hero. "We're most tripped out to meet you, Mr. Wingman," BII| 
sald. 


"That's BIIRDman!" 
"Say," Ted suggested, “maybe you could do the lead vocals for our next album." 
"1 don't think so." 


"Yeah, | guess you'd probably go for stuff by the Eagles," the teenager chuckled. "Or maybe the 
Byrds." At the mention of each group, both boys performed air guitar solos. 


The winged man shook his head. "I should give both of you a taste of my amaz-ta-flash." 

"Hey! Special effects!" Bill exclaimed. "Excellent!" 

Just then, Birdman's eagle flapped Its wings and let out a loud squawk. "What Is It, Avenger?" 
"Probably me," a disembodled voice rep! ied. 

A large triangular shield of reddish energy materialized In front of the avian hero's left hand 
as he looked eround the room. “Who are you? Show yourself! This solar shleld Isn't my only 
super-weapon!" 

"The name's Al," the hologram sald, becoming visible as he stepped In front of the alpha-wave 
enhancer. “Your eagle can see me no matter where | am; you can see me only when I'm standing 
here. Oh, and you can drop the shield. {'m no threat to anybody." 


Warlly, the winged man dematerfalized his energy shleld. "All right, I'l! trust you... for now." 


"That's a great costume you've got there, Birdman." Al pulled out his hand-held computer. “If 
you don't mind, I'l! have Ziggy here make a holoprint." The machIne beeped and gurgled. "There. 
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Tina's been after me to start dressing up for our encounters. She has this fetish about men with 
wings.” 


Birdman shrugged his shoulders. “I! guess I've been out of circulation too long." 
Tel! me about itt, Walter thought. | was never Jn circulation. 


Archangel took the winged man by the upper arm. "Birdman, I'd Ike you to meet Maxwell Smart of 
CONTROL," he sald, leading the avian hero over to the reactivated agent. “Maxwell Smart, this Is 
Birdman of Inter-Nation Security." The two men shook hands. "Max, this Is our expert on FEAR." 


"Pleased to meet you, | think," Smart said, looking over the winged man's costume. "I'!1 bet you 
never have to worry about missing your filght." 


"No, | don't," Birdman rep!tied, chuck! Ing. 


Coldsmith-Briggs stepped between them. “Well, now that everyone's here, we can discuss what the 
KAOS/FEAR alliance ts up toe IJ'Il begin by..." 


"Not so fast, Archangel," the CONTROL agent Interrupted. "This doesn't look like a secure area." 
You've got that right, Walter thought. "I iInsist we hold our discusston under the Cone of 
Silence." 


"Under the what?" the man in white asked. 


"The Cone of Silence. A sound-absorbing device we used at CONTROL headquarters whenever we 
discussed matters of top security." 


"May | remind you that we are not at CONTROL headquarters?" 


"Precisely." Smart picked up the briefcase that had been sitting alongside the sofa. "That's 
why ! brought along the new field model, the Inflatable Cone of Silence." He unlatched the 
brletfcase. "Inside this case Is a fully Inflatable sphere of reinforced plastic that will 
completely absorb the sound of even the loudest noise made Inside It. It's the perfect chamber 
for secrecy." 


Walter looked at the briefcase with Interest. If It did what the CONTROL agent claimed, he'd buy 
it -- then stick Bill and Ted Inside so he wouldn't be disturbed by their practicing. 


Smart opened the briefcase; a large white balloon spilled out, Inflating so rapidly that it 
knocked the case out of the agent's hands. Within seconds, the balloon became transparent, and 
expanded to fll! the centre of the room. And It was stil! growing. 


“Uh, Max, where's the opening to this thing?" Archangel asked. 


"The opening? Ah, yes, the opening... Well, Dre Steele did say there was one bug they hadn't 
gotten Ironed out yet..." 


"Bogus!" Bil! and Ted both shouted, scrambling out of the path of the mushrooming Cone of 
Stlencee Everyone else did the same, except Al, who stood Inside the balloon chamber, saying 
something no one else could hear. But there was no escape from the expanding bubble. It soon 
filled the living room, plastering Walter and all his guests -- except Al -- against the walls. 
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Suddenly, a popping nolse mingled with the cry of an eagle -- and the Cone of Silence began to 
deflate. 


“Good work, Avenger!" a shaken Birdman exclaimed as he peeled himself from the wall and Inspected 
his wings for damage. 


The plastic bubble deflated as raplIdly as It had Inflated. The outrushIing alr turned It -- and 
the briefcase attached to It -- Into an unguided missile that flew around the room. Fortunately, 
It missed Walter's lamps and television set; unfortunately, It also missed BI!| and Ted's musical 
equipment. 


At last, the flying missile headed straight toward the writer. "My solar beam will stop iti" 
Birdman declared; a yellow beam stabbed out from his right hand and exploded the briefcase just 
before It hit. 


Coldsmith-Briggs and Marella dusted each other off. Then the senfor agent turned to Smart. “Of 
all the tdiotic devices | have ever seen, that was the most ridiculous, the most stupid of all!" 
he lambasted the wincing CONTROL man. "Not only did It fall to work, but It almost Injured 
someone! Now, what do you have to say for yourself?" 


“Sorry about that, Archangel." The other man looked contrite. 


The man tn white glared angrily for a moment. "All right, then, shall we get down to business?" 
he demanded at last. 


The government agents and Birdman began a detailed discusston of KAOS, FEAR, and the black market 
for high-tech weaponry; Walter and the others looked on with varying degrees of Interest. The 
writer had already given up all hope of ever seeing Alchemist's World again; but if the person or 
persons who'd taken It could be caught, he'd derive some satisfaction from that. 

“And so," Archangel concluded at last, “we're dealing here with an allflance of two cold-blooded, 
calculating organizations that will stop at nothing In their plans for world domination. You'll 
be facing deadly dangers each and every step of the way." 

"And," Smart added emphatically, “loving ft!" 

The man In white sighed. "Never before have I worked with such a motley crew..." 


"Motiey Crue!" BI!!! and Ted exclaimed, exchanging alr guitar riffs. 


Archangel wanted to leave. Walter wanted to join hime The She-Hulk, however, had other Ideas. 
She put a hand on the writer's shoulder. “Hey, Walter, you want to learn to do the twist?" 


The only twist he wanted to learn was how to remove the chi id-proof cap on a bottle of tranqul! I- 
ltzers. But before he could answer her, she grabbed him by the arm, dragged him off to his 


record collection, and started digging through the albums. 


She flipped through them several times, unsuccessfully. "Well, so much for that Idea. You don't 
have..." Then she noticed a small disk with a missing label. “Hey, | wonder what this fs." 


She put the record on the turntable and adjusted the playing speed. An exotic, ArabIc-sounding 
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music blared from the speakers In a compelling, repetitive refrain. “It's not Chubby Checker," 
she noted, swaying to the music, “but If I'd known you had something Itke this, I'd have brought 
along my finger cymbals." 


The green-skinned woman began a slow, sensuous dance around the writer, Increasing her pace as 
the tempo of the music picked up. Walter saw the ripple of muscles In her arms and legs, the 
undulation of her hips, the exuberant look on her face as she wriggled about him. He could feel 
her hands brush across his face, his shoulders. Her warm body writhed close to him; his pulse 
raced, his heart pounded... 


And every eye In the room was glued on him. He stood there, tense and frozen. 


"Come on, Walter," Jennifer cooed, gently jabbing his shoulder. "Enjoy yourself! How many other 
men can say they had a green woman dance for them?" 


"She's right," Al sald. "Even I've never had that honour -- yet." 

The writer suddenly heard a tentative knock on his front door, and rushed to open It, relieved to 
have some excuse to escape a tense moment. What greeted him this time was a black~hatred, 
blue-eyed man dressed In black pants, black boots, and a yellow turtieneck shirt with an Insignia 
Walter thought he'd seen somewhere before. 

The man was obviously disorlented; he looked from the writer to the front of the house, plainly 
bewlidered. "1! was on shore leave In Mojave," he babbled, "when a strange sI!ver vessel appeared 
out of nowhere. An old man and a teen=aged boy got out, herded me Into thelr craft... Next 
thing | knew, | was here -- wherever here Is..." 

"Who are you?" 

“Christopher Pike, captain of the U.S.S. ENTERPRISE," he replied. 

Walter's mind reeled with a peculfar kind of déja vu; he remembered the ENTERPRISE -- only too 
well. With a sigh of resignation, he took Pike by the elbow and led him Inside. “I can't 
explain what happened to you, Captain Pike, but maybe one of my...friends can help you get back 


where you belong." 


They went Into the living room, where Jennifer was still dancing. “Oh, Walter, you're back," she 
sald, smiling. “Who's your friend?" 


Pike looked up at the She-Hulk. "Vina?" 


"No, but I'll answer to tt If you ITke." She grabbed the ENTERPRISE captaine “How about joining 
me for the next dance?" 


“Theeethis place..." Pike stammered. "I was about to go riding with Tango...” 


"You want to do the tango?" Jennifer pressed him close to her, hofsted him off his feet, and 
gitded across the floor as he squirmed In her arms. 


“What | wouldn't give to be In his place right now," Al observed. 


"Yeah, | know what you mean," Walter replied. What he wouldn't give to be In Fred Saberhagen's 
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place right now. 


Pike tinally broke free of the green woman's grasp. "This place!" he repeated. "I'm back on 
Talos Iv!" 


"Talos IV?" Al asked. 
"That's right, Talos §!V¥, you Iilusfon!" 


"That's hologram to you, pal!" Al retorted, stepping away from the alpha-wave enhancer and 
becoming Invisible. 


"None of this Is real!" Pike shouted. "None of tt! Not the Orton female..." He pointed to the 
She-Hulk. ".eenot the Sk'orr..." He polnted to Birdman. “...enot any of you! This Is all just 
an Illusion!" 

Don't | wish, Walter thought. 

The crazed captain suddenly grabbed the writer by his collar. “You thought you could fool me, 
didn't you, Keeper? Your I!ttle breeding project was ruined, so you decided to get your revenge 
by kidnapping mee Well, It won't work! I'm not about to mate with any female you supply, not 
them..." He gestured wildly toward Jennifer and Marella. "..eor anyone you abduct from my 
ship!" He began throttling Walter, but was quickly restrained by the timely Intervention of 
Birdman and Hymie, who dragged him away. 


The writer rubbed his throat. He was upset by PIke's arrival; of all the pecullar guests he'd 
ever had, thls was the first time he'd Invited a raving lunatic Into his home. 


But what really bothered him was that the raving lunatic was someone other than himself. 

Birdman joined him. "We've got him restrained for now," he sald. “Avenger will watch to make 
sure he doesn't try anything." Pike was stretched out on the sofa, with the great eagle perched 
on the back of the couch; numerous rips In the fabric showed where the bird had dug in his 
talons. Hymie sat on the prisoner's legs. "I told Hymie to sit on him," the winged man 
exp lalned. 

"Good...thinking..." 

Bill and Ted Joined them. "Your friend Is weird," BIII remarked. 

"Totally," Ted agreed. 

The writer stared at them. They should talk! 


A loud crash! Interrupted their conversation. "What was that?" Jennifer asked. 


"it sounds [Ike an old palnt can fell over In the basement," Walter answered. "I'll go take a 
look." 


"Why bother?" Al asked, reappearing. “I'll look for you." 


The hologram got down on his hands and knees, then leaned forward so his head and upper body 
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passed through the floor. "Uh-oh. There's more than an old paint can down there. There's..." 


Just then, Smart tripped over the alpha-wave enhancer, knocking the device over and making the 
hologram both Invisible and Inaudible. "Oops, sorry about that," the CONTROL agent apologized. 


Walter started to leave the room. "Walt, I'I1 go with you," the She-Hulk called after him. 
“Don't bother." 

“Someone should go with you," Birdman told him. "Other than me, of course." 

“| sald, don't bother! You've done enough for me already!" And If they do any more, I'Il be In 
a padded cell -- with Pike for a room=mate. He paused for a moment to watch BII! and Ted strug- 


gle with their alpha-wave enhancer, then went out. Now, he could be alone for a while. 


A few minutes later, the writer returned, a pained expression on his face. "Well, Mr. Stock," 
Bill asked, "did you find out what the nolse was?" 


"Yes..." 


Seven men burst Into the room behind the writer. Five of them carried UzIs and wore dark pants, 
blue turtlenecks, black hoods with goggles, red sashes, and patches with the letters "F-E-A-R" 
running vertically down the left side of their chests. The other two wore black leather jackets; 
one ~~ with dark hair -- wore a black turtleneck, and the other -- with a grey-whIite moustache 
and a small scar on his lett cheek -- wore red. Both sported shoulder patches with a red vulture 
and the word "KAOS." And both carried nine-mlilimetre Lugers, which were polnted directly at 
Walter's head. 


The man with the moustache surveyed the room, then focused on one particular Individual. "So, 
Maxwell Schmart, we meet again!" 


“Siegfried! The old hide~out-Iin-the-basement trick!" 
“Exactly,” the KAOS man agreed. 
“Who ts Siegfried?" Marella demanded. 


"Allow me to Introduce Konrad Siegfried," Smart sald, pointing to his arch-enemy. "The most 
cunning and ruthless KAOS agent of them all." 


“At your service," Slegfried replied, rising on the balls of his feet and clicking his heels 
together. "And, of course, you remember my assoclate, Schtarker." Starker, the other KAOS 


agent, nodded and smiled. 


"So," Smart went on, "all the time we were upstairs trying to figure out where the stolen manu- 
script was, you were In the basement." 


“That fs right," Slegfried answered. He turned to Walter. "I will bet you never expected to 
have KAOS In your house." 


Never expected It? By now, he was used to It! 
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“That Is a good one, Slegfried," his fellow agent chortled. He pinched the writer's cheek. “We 
have plans for you! Ha=ha-ha-ha~ha-ha-ha-ha!" 


The man with the moustache angrily turned to him. "Schtarker, this Is KAOS! We do not ha~ha- 
ha-ha-ha-ha~ha-ha here!" 


“What about a little heh-heh-heh?" 
"That Is okay." 


"Now that you have us all at gunpoint, will you ktndly tel! us what was on those computer disks?" 
Archange! asked. 


"The plans for the ultimate weapon for the collapse of world governments," Slegfried gloated. 
"The anti-Stealth lidar!" 


“Lidar?” Smart queried. 


"It works IIke radar, only {tt uses Infra-red Instead of radio waves," Coldsmith-Briggs explalned. 
"It senses the heat given off by aircraft engines and the friction of the alr surrounding them. 
Our Stealth technology would be Ineffective against It." 


"Think of It!" The moustached KAOS operative exulted. “Your most advanced technology rendered 
useless at the hands of KAOS and FEAR, and anyone else we choose to sell It to!" 


"Hold It, Sltegfried!" Smart countered. “Any technology you possess, we can counter!" 


“But only after years of research and billfons of tax dollars. Or do | need to remind you about 
the cost over-runs on the Stealth bomber? Have you ever wondered who was responsible for the 
Pentagon having to pay s!x hundred dollars for a hemmer?" 


“That was you?" the CONTROL agent asked Incredulously. Slegfried nodded. 


“And 1," the other KAOS agent added, "was responsible for the three hundred dollar tollet seats." 
He snickered for almost a minute, until a glare from his superltor silenced him. 


The men from FEAR gestured with their Uzis, indicating that their captives should move Into the 
corner. Waiter watched them comply, Smart bumping Into the alpha-wave enhancer again, Archangel 
taking Marella by the arm. Birdman glared defiantly; Bil! and Ted muttered, "Bogus!" And 
Jenn fere.ee 


Where was Jennifer? A sIx and a half foot tal! green woman was hard to Ignore, even amongst the 
odd assortment of people he had here. 


One FEAR agent pointed his Uzi at Hymle and commanded, "Move!" The robot got up from the sofa -- 
and Pike leapt up, knocked the FEAR man over, and threw himself on top of Starker. "I've had 
enough of these Illusions of yours, Talositan! Enough, | tel! you!" 


In the confusion, Walter went for Slegfried's gun, but his clumsy effort earned him only the butt 


of It. The KAOS master spy then pIstol-whIpped Pike before pulling him off the choking Starker. 
"Your efforts at resistance are futile!" He trained his gun on them. 
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“My amaz~ta-flash will make you see things differently!" Birdman exclaimed, polnting a finger at 
the KAOS agents. A reddish beam of IIght leapt from his finger -- only to fizzle just short of 
its target. "My solar powers are too weak! i've been out of the sun too long!" 


Walter thought Birdman had been In the sun too long. 


“Now, then," Slegfried said, pointing his weapon directly at the writer's head, "If you people 
are through playing games, we will take the disks we came for and be on our way." 


“Walt a minute! Are you saying you don't have the disks?" Marella asked. 

"Ah, someone with brains," the man from KAOS replied. "No, we do not have the disks. If we did, 
would we have spent the last two hours tn a damp basement IIstenIng to that terrible nolse?" He 
glanced coldly at Bill and Ted. “Someone beat us to them. That someone wll! come forward with 
the disks now, or you will all dle, starting with you." He brought hls gun barre! to Walter's 
temp le. 

"You won't get away with this!" Archangel exclaimed. 

“He's right, Slegfried," Smart said. "At this very moment, the entire Los Angeles police force 
Is ready to storm thls house and arrest every one of yous. Would you believe It? The entire Los 
Angeles police force!" 

"| find that herd to belleve," Stegfried replied. 

"Oh? Would you belleve two SWAT teams with high-powered carbines?" 

"| also find that hard to belleve." 

"Would you belleve a ten-car division with sawed-off shotguns?" 

“| do not think so." 


“How about an angry Cub Scout with a pea~shooter?" 


The two KAOS agents dragged Walter toward the front door; their FEAR alltes held the others In 
check. "This Is a most egregious s{tuation, dude," BII! sald to Ted. 


“Definitely most untriumphant," the other boy agreed. "It's too bad we don't have the time 
machine. Remember when | dumped the garbage can on my dad's head?" 


“Yeah, that was bodacious," Bill replied. “But who's to say we won't have access to the time 
machine In the future? Then we could come back to thls moment, and..." 


A shower of garbage suddenly poured over three of the FEAR agents; then a green plastic garbage 
can bearing the words "Wyld Stallyns Rules!" dropped over each man. “Excellent move, Ted!" The 
two teenagers exchanged high-flves and alr guitar riffs. "But you should have remembered to 
empty the garbage cans first." 

“Sorry, dude," Ted responded. 

Birdman's eagle fiew Into the face of one of the remaining FEAR men, causing him to drop his gun. 
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"Good work, Avenger!" the winged man exclaimed, as he decked the disarmed enemy agent with a 
well-placed punch. The fifth agent started for the avian hero, who called out to Hymie, "Tackle 
him!" The robot lowered his head, locked his arms, and plowed Into the FEAR agent, knocking him 
backwards; the man fel! unconsclous against the far wall. 


As the erstwhile prisoners advanced on Slegfried and Starker, the two KAOS agents brandished 


their Lugers and pointed them at Walter. "One more step by any of you," Siegfried threatened, 
“and he dies." 


"Does that Include me?" a gravelly disembodied volce asked. 

The KAOS agents looked around the room. “Who sald that?" 

"|! did." Al suddenly appeared alongside the alpha-wave enhancer. 
“Who are you?" 


"Would you belleve I'm a holographic observer from the future?" HIs answer was wide-eyed sI- 
lence. "And would you belfeve there's a large green woman standing right behind you." 


Slegfried recovered hIs composure. "Very clever, Schmart," he sald to the CONTROL agent. “But 
If you think {| am going to fall for your tricks...” 


He was cut off by a constricting band of pressure around his chest. He looked down ~- and saw a 
powerful green arm wrapped around him. Starker was similarly trapped. Both KAOS agents looked 
up In surprise, tnto the angry green face of the She-Hulk. 


"Sometimes," she said, “you really ought to believe what someone telis you." She tightened her 
grip. "Now then, how many bones do you want me to break before you crop those guns?" When they 
didn't answer, she tightened her grip still more. "Nobody screws up my date!" 


Numbly, the sples complied with her demand. Both guns hit the floor; Slegfried's, however, 
tanded butt first and discharged. The bullet hit Walter in the shoulder, and knocked him off his 
feet. 


“Walter!" Jennifer exclaimed, releasing her prisoners and rushing to his side. 


Stegfried and Starker Inhaled raggedly, then ran out the front door. "After them!" Smart cried. 
"They're getting away!" 


Coldsmith-Briggs stood erect. "They won't get far." He took a small radio from the Inside 
pocket of his jacket. "AIRWOLF, this Is Archangel. Move In!® 


A loud mechanical scream nearly drowned out the unmistakable clatter of helicopter blades. 
Everyone looked outside, where they saw a sleekly menacing black-and-white hellcopter swoop down 
toward the fleeIng KAOS agents. "It's not the entire Los Angeles police force," the man In white 
commented smugly, “but It sults our purposes." 


Outside, Starker tapped Slegfried on the shoulder. “It's after us! We've had It!" 


"“Schtarker, we are KAOS!" the other man snapped. "You will not panic until | give you the order 
to panic!" Machine gun berrels popped out of elther side of the black helicopter, and a three~ 
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tubed missile launcher dropped out of Its white underbelly. "Prepare to panic!" 


The chopper spat a twin stream of tracer bullets, plowing two neat furrows diagonally across 
Walter's lawns The fleeing KAOS agents ran straight for Archange!l's white helicopter. A missile 
from AIRWOLF cut them off, blowing up the white chopper and hurling the two men to the ground. 


"Bogus, dude," Starker sald. 

“Most untriumphant," Sltegfried concurred. 

Inside, Archange! winced. "| guess Hawke never did forgive me for down-dratting that eagle." 
Birdman selzed him, and Avenger squawked In fury. "You down-drafted an eagle?" 


The others were all! congregated around Walter's prone body. "Is he golng to be all right?" the 
She-Hulk asked nervously. "Did the bullet hit any vital organs?" 


Smart looked him over. “Missed him by that much," he sald, holding up one hand with thumb and 
forefinger held close; he quickly moved them apart. "It just grazed him." 


The writer stirred, and mumbled something unIntelligible. "What's he saying?" the green woman 
asked. 


Smart knelt over him and cupped his ear agalnst the writer's mouth. Then he got up, a sheepish 
grin on his face. “He sald to get my knee off his chest." 


Jennifer scooped Walter up In her arms. "Oh, Walter, you're going to be al! right!" She gave 
him a long, deep kiss. 


Walter Stock promptly lost consclfousness. 
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When he came to, Walter found himself sitting on the sofa alongside Jennifer, who had one arm 
draped protectively around him. Slegfried, Starker, and the five FEAR agents were tied up tn the 
centre of the room; Birdman, Avenger, and Hymle watched over them. Pike stood by the alpha-wave 
enhancer with Al, tnsisting that the hologram was a large-bralned grey-skInned creature trying to 
breed him with Earth females; Al continually protested that the only male he wanted to breed was 
himself. Mareila was with BIIl and Ted, discussing the fatest rock groups, whtle Coldsmith- 
Briggs discussed the particulers of thelr current case with Maxwell Smart. From the look on 
Archangel's face, Smart was the last person he wanted to be near Just then. 


“Well, guess our date Is off," Jennifer sald with a sigh. "But, you know, I've had a lot more 
fun with you than I've had on most of my other dates." She bent down and kissed Walter's fore- 
head. “| wish we could have gotten your book back, though. 1! know how much It means to you." 
"Yeah." He sighed heavily. “I wish | knew who took It." 

At that moment, a faint ozone smell permeated the room, and a crackling sound filled the afr. A 


square patch of celling suddenly glowed bright white, and a large object fell through It, landing 
on the floor. It looked like a telephone booth. 
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"Oh, no!" the writer moaned to himself. "Not him again!" 


The object looked almost exactly Iike a telephone booth; Its door folded out when Its occupant 
emerged. The man wore a dark grey overcoat over grey shirt and trousers; he had close-clipped 
hair, a moustache, an earring In his left ear, and a strange pair of dark sunglasses. He removed 
the glasses, did a slow-motion version of an alr guitar strum, and sald, "Party on, dudes!" 


®Rufus!" the teenagers exclaimed, answering his strum with their own. "What are you doling here, 
dude?" 


“Just paying a visit to the three most Influential forces In our twenty-seventh century civiiisa- 
tion," the time traveller answered. 


"Three most Influential forces?" BIIil asked, confused. "If Ted and | are two of them, IIke, 
who's the third?" 





Rufus polnted to Walter. “He Is." 

“Mr. Stock?" Ted asked, startled. 

"Me?" Walter asked, stunned. 

"That's right, dudes. Once you two guys got your playing down to the truly excellent style you 
became noted for, you needed Inspiration for the triumphant songs you wrote. The Great Scribe 
over there..." He pointed to Walter again. "..sprovided It. Every one of your hit albums was 
based on one of his books." 


“Wow, Mr. Stock," Ted said. “You're responsible for making us into a most bodacious act." 


The writer cringed. He'd rather be responsible for cleaning out the stables at Anne McCaffrey's 
ranch. 


"But the blggest-selling album you have," the time traveller continued, “Is the one based on his 
greatest novel, Alchemist's World." 


"My manuscript! But It was stolen!" 

"| Know," Rufus answered. “I! took It." 

"You what?" 

"Right- So they wouldn't." He pointed to the scowling enemy agents. Then he removed a thick 
sheaf of papers from his overcoat. "And here It Is." He handed the manuscript to Archangel, 
along with six floppy disks. "You'l! find the codes for the anti-Stealth IIdar scattered all 
through the manuscript." 

“Thank you," Coldsmith-Briggs sald, pocketing the manuscript and disks. 


"Hey! What about me?" Walter protested. 


“I'm sorry, Mr. Stock," Archangel replied. “But we need these as evidence." 
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"Of course they do, Walter," Rufus sald. "So | stopped at a computer store five days from now 
and bought you some floppy disks without any secret codes on them. A week later, when you were 
out, | snuck In here and made you a copy." He reached Into his overcoat again and removed 
another manuscript, along with a box of disks. "And here ere two disk coples of the manuscript, 
Just like you had before." 


“Gee, thanks. I don't know what to say." The writer blushed tn embarrassment. “Now, | Just 
have to get this to my editor by tomorrow morning." 


"That's already been taken cere of," the time traveller advised. “| made an extra copy, and 
delivered It to your editor tomorrow morning." 


"Great! All my worries are over!" 
Well, not quite all of them. He stil! had to get rid of... 


"Terrific!" Rufus sald. “Listen, I've got to run, but before | go, would you mind autographing 
this for me?" He took a thick paperback from his pocket and handed It to Walter, along with a 
pene The writer examined the book, and a shock went through him when he saw the title. It was 
AlchemIst's World. 


He opened the book to the title page, autographed It, and handed It back to the time traveller, 
trying not to think about the paradoxes Involved. “Here you go." 


"Thanks." He pocketed the book again, then took Pike by the arm. “Come on, I'll give you a IIft 
back to your own time." He led the captain to hIs time machine, deposited him Inside, then went 
back to speak to BIII and Ted. “Listen, guys, !'I1l stop by tomorrow afternoon and drop off the 
time machine so you can, uh, take out the garbage." Then he returned to his machine, did an air 
guitar strum, and saluted everyone with, "Be excellent to each other!" 


“Party on, dude!" the two teenagers replied, doing their own air gultar riffs agaln. 


Rufus stepped Into the time machine and punched out a code on the push-button phone. The pseudo 
phone booth crackled with energy, then fell through the floor, leaving a glowing white square as 
the only sign It had ever existed. 


“Now, that's what | call an exit," Al declared. "And, speaking of which, It's time | made mine. 
Ziggy just located Sam; he leaped Into the body of a contestant on 'The Price Js Right.' At 
last, a chance to meet Barker's Beauties up close and personal!" A lecherous smile crossed the 
hologram's face. "Sam's not golng to belleve the story | have to tell him." 


Sam's not the only one who Isn't going to belfeve It, Walter thought as Al disappeared. 

“And It's about time we were going, too," Archangel announced, using his radio to signal the 
black helicopter to return and land. “We've got a bunch of prisoners to deliver to a federal 
penitentiary." He motioned the KAOS and FEAR agents to thelr feet, and he and Mareila ushered 
them out the door. "I'il look forward to seelIng your book when It comes out." 


"And t*!! make sure he reads !t," Marella added. 


Suddenly, Coldsmith-Briggs paused, and turned to the She-Hulk. "1! was most Impressed by the, uh, 
display of your talents, Miss Walters. I'd IIke you to consider jolning the Firm. Do you have 
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any outfits In white?" 
"A few," she replied. “But | look much better In purple." 


“Well, you can't blame a man for trying." He turned back to his prisoners, and was met by a 
saucy look from Marella. "Don't you say anything," he warned her. She smiled slyly in reply. 


They were almost out the door when Birdman spoke. “Excuse me, Archangel," he said humbly, “but 
could | possibly ride back with you? The sun's Just set, and..." 


"Say no more. You and my pilot ought to get along quite well." 
"Oh? What's his name?" 
"Stringfellow Hawke." 


They al! left together, and soon the sound of helicopter blades merged Into a shrill mechanical 
whine as they departed. 


Smart turned to his robot partner. "“Hymie, | ‘think we should be leaving ourselves." He shook 
Walter's hand. “It's been nice meeting you, and I'm alas you got your manuscript back." He 
turned to the robot again. "Come om, Hymie, let's hit the trail." 


The CONTROL agent headed for the fromt door. Hymle followed, pausing every third step to bend 
over and pound his fist against the floor. 


“Well, lt guess that leaves Just us, Mr. Stock," Ted sald. "What would you IIke us to play for 
you?" 


The writer fixed him with a hard, burning stare, and BIII ‘took his friend by the arm “I think 
he wants to be alone with Shulkle, Ted." 


"Oh, yeah, right... Well, have an excellent time, dude." 
“Right on, man!" Walter replied. The teenagers looked at each other In confusion. 


"Unfortunately, our blg date Is going to be a trip to the hospital so Walter can have his wound 
treated," Jennifer said, running her fingers through the writer's hair. "Tell you what, guys. 
You get your equipment together and put It outside, and i'!! haul It back for you. How's that?" 


"You got It, She-Hulk," BI!t!l replted. Within minutes, the IIving room was cleared of cables, 
amplifiers, and all the other equipment, musical and otherwise. 


The green woman leaned over Walter. "I guess you got everything you wanted," she sald, smiling. 
"Everything, that Is, except a fascinating evening with me. But I'm going to be In town for a 
few more days. We could go out tomorrow night, and the night after that, If you IIke. And If 
you're ever In New York on business, look me up-e 1! can't promise | won't be Involved by then, 
but even If | am, we can still have lunch." 


The only busIness Walter ever had In New York was an annual writers’ banquet. He Imacined having 


Jennifer as his date for the banquet. She'd certainly turn a lot of heads. And Asimov would 
probably flirt with her -- but then, he'd flirt with anything that had two "X" chromosomes. 
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He looked up Into her green face. "I'd like that." 

She reached down to him; he reached up to her. Their Iips almost touched... 

Then Ted came back. “We're ready, She-Hulk," he said. 

*1*tl be right there," she answered, then turned back to Walter. She gave him a quick klss, 
Instead of the passionate one she wanted to glve him. Then she went to the door, turned, and 
blew him another kiss. "I"! be back as soon as | get their stuff moved. See you." 

"See you," he replied. 

Then Walter Stock leaned back on the sofa and surveyed his IIving room. The sofa had two broken 
legs; the carpet had scorch marks; there were cracks In one wall. Through the nearest window, he 
could see two neat rows of torn-up earth, and the smouldering debris of an exploded hel!lcopter. 
But he didn't care. He had Alchemist's World back, and his $40,000 advance was saved. It would 
probably be eaten up by the next Increase In his homeowner's Insurance -- If he stil! had any 


homeowner's Insurance after thls -- but just at that moment, he didn't care. He was happy. 


Just one thing troubled him. He was gotng out with Jennifer tomorrow night.e. 
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"Stars and Sand* 





(By Mary Robertson) 


A sea of stars, a sea of desert sands -~ 

There's little difference In these lives I've known. 
I'm weapon wielded always by the hands 

Of those who would not let me loose my own. 


As youth, my sweat supplied a people's need 
For molsture wrested from unwilling ground; 
As man, my labours sow another seed ~~ 

The last remaining Jed!I, rebel~bound. 


| am thelr symbol of an age gone by, 

And more than once, my presence has suffused 
Recrults with hope no other could supply -- 
A covenant of user and of used. 


No matter what the propagandists clatm, 
The Empire and Alllance are the same. 
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From Deep Space... 


The time has come to bid you all farewell for another year. But before we do, a final word or 
two, and our usual! observations on the many people who helped to make this fanzine possible. 


You may remember that a yeer ago we Issued a challenge to our readers and to all would-be writers 
-- to write a short story (not just a scene or vignette), complete In no more than twelve pages. 
By now, we suspect you may have noticed the results. Oh, well, maybe next year... 


But although they didn't exactly keep their efforts short, we must congratulate our writers. One 
and all, thelr stories were so good that we, as editor, had precious IIttle work to do It's 
enough to make us feel Just a bit gullity... 


You can practically see Joyce Ashcroft's A-TEAM story, "The Big Bad Wolfe," on a television 
screen [n your mind. No professional writer could do better, with elther characters or plot. 
Fast-paced, full of the action the series was famous for, the story belongs where all A-TEAM fans 
can see [t. 


Linda Ruth Pfonner's "Ransom Demand" Is so compelling a tale that one of our proofreaders stopped 
working on It, Just to see what happened next! (Then, belng a consclentious sort, she went back 
and read It again...) But then, we've come to expect that kind of brillfant writing from Linda, 
who Is able to handle so many different universes with great ease and expertise. 


Mary Robertson's vignettes and poetry prove once again that she Is Indeed a master story-tel ler. 
From Jean-Luc Picard of STAR TREK, THE NEXT GENERATION to Captain Apollo of BATTLESTAR GALACTICA, 
she brings her characters to IIfe with only a few verbal brush strokes. And her poetry evokes 
such memorles -~- the romanticIsm of BEAUTY AND THE BEAST, the magic of STAR WARS, the old, 
familttar delights of STAR TREK... 


Rodney Ruff's fantastically mixed world of "Writer's Workshop" Is as hilarlous as Its two prede-~ 
cessors. He tells us we have now seen the last of Walter Stock -- but we doubt we have seen the 
last of Rodney Ruff! 


The new year brought a new name to a familler talent. joan hanke-woods Is now delphyne -- but 
the artistic skIIll Is the same. No capital letters -- but deflInitely a capital talent. She 
deserves her Hugo -- and perhaps a dozen more! 


We put the Panasonic Screwdriver to work with a vengeance for THE OSIRIS FILES #4, and even made 
It proofread for us. It still thinks "Inthe" Is a word, has added "InhIs" to Its IIst of spell- 
tng quirks, and can't tell "of" from "or." But our human proofreaders can, and they had quite a 
work-out. We apologize to Mary Greeley, Lisa Mudano, David Morgan, and Wayne SIpta for all the 
mistakes -- and we promise to do better next time! 


A heart-felt "Well done!" -- and many thanks to all. We'll! be back next yeer, with new stories, 
poetry, and art from the many realms of television, theatre, and films. Until then... 


May your days be filled with the wonder, the beauty, and the magic of IIfe. 


Blesséd be! 
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OFFICIAL. GUIDE-LINES FOR OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 


OSIRIS Publications has a protessionally trained editorial staff. All our publications, al- 
though written by non-professionals, are and will continue to be handilec In as professional a 
manner possible. The following gulde-Itnes should be observed by anyone submitting material 
to OSIRIS Publications for any purpose. 


1. 


De 


4. 
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6. 
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8. 


9. 


10 


All wrttten matertal will be edited, and decIsions of the editor will be final. If any 
rewriting ts required, the editor wlll return the submission to the writer, with appropri- 
ate comments. Otherwise, any alterations In spelling, punctuation, grammar, syntax, etc. 
will be made by the editor. Under normal circumstences, no writer will be accorded the 
so-called right of editorial review. Any decisions on the merits or acceptability of a 
submission will be made by the editorlal staff; such a declIsion will be final. 


Written matertal should be neatly typed on 8} x 11 white paper, double-spaced. Only one 
stde of the page should be used, and all pages should be numbered. Hand-written or hand- 
printed manuscripts wlll be accepted only at the discretion of the editor; these should be 
double-spaced on 8 x 11 lined white paper. The editorial staff reserves the right to 
re ject any manuscript not deemed to be sufficiently legible. 


Art submissions should be In black and white Ink only, with no large, dense black areas, 
and should be no larger than 8} x 11, Including a I-Inch margin on all sides. Due to the 
high cost of screening, penctiled or coloured art will be accepted only If deemed truly 
exceptional. Al! art must be completely camera-ready. Artists should send elther origi- 
nals or good-quality photocoples that require no touch-ups; origina! art Is sent at the 
artist's own risk. For art that Is to be reproduced In full colour, contact the editortal 
staff for instructions. 





Written asterial or art containing or depicting gratultous excessIve violence or explicit 
sex will be rejected. In such matters, the decision of the editorial staff will be final. 


No written matertal or art currently under consideration by OSIRIS Publications should be 
submitted to any other publication until a deciston on that material's acceptability has 
been made. Similarly, no written matertal or art currently under consideration elsewhere 
should be submitted to OSIRIS Pub! Ications. 


Any previously estab! Ished character from another source, whether from |Iiterature, cinema, 
or television, should, In any material submitted to OSIRIS Publications, behave In a 
manner consistent with that previously established for the character. 


No material derived In any way from any medla source will be considered for Incluston In 
the fanzine entitled IMAGINATION. Only original, nonderivative matertal should be sub- 
mitted for consideration In that zine. Medla-derived matertai submitted to IMAGINATION 
will not automatically be considered for any other OSIRIS Publications fanzine. 


Unless a specific extension has been granted by the editortal staff, all deadlines should 
be considered absolute. 


No one will be notified of receipt of any submission unless that submission Is accompanied 
by a self-addressed, stamped envelope or postcard. No submissions wll! be returned unless 
accompanied by a self-addressed envelope bearing adequate return postage, and no returned 
submIsstons will be tnsured unless payment for that Insurance Is Included with the submis- 
ston. Once a submission has been accepted and scheduled for publication, the contributor 
will be so advised. 


While decisions of the editorial staff are generally to be considered final, any contrib- 
utor wishing to discuss an editorial decision Is free to do so, and a decision may be 
reversed If the contributor can provide adequate support for such a change. 


ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 


Publ IShereccccccccccccscvccceccccccscccccccccccccsccsces OSIRIS Publ ications 
Managing Editoreccccccccccsccccscvcvcccccccccsecsosscsce doy Harrison 
Editor/Humour Edi torecccccccsccccsccvccccsccccsccccesveel sa Gol laday 
Assistant EditorecccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccsscccceelLinda Ruth Pfonner 
Art Consul tanteccccccccccscccccccccccscccvessscccscceceedelphyne ( joan) woods 


Lunatic tn RESTdENCRe eccccccccccccccsccccccvecvccccvescsces (position open) 


LayOUT/PAaSTe~UPcccccccccccccccccccsceccccvevcccessecceses JOY Harrison 
David Morgan 
TyPISteccccccvcccccccccccccccsevcncscesscsscscssescecese JOY Harr Ison 


ProOfreaderseceseccccceccccccsccvcvcvecscecccccccsccscceMary Greeley 
Joy Harrison 
David Morgan 
Lisa Mudano 
Panasonic Screwdriver 
Wayne SIpla 


Artist (Cover and Interior )ecccccccsccccsccecsccescceecs delphyne ( Joan) woods 
Logo DEST GNecccccccccccvcccccscccccccccccccccscccvcceses de lphyne ( joan) woods 
Editortal Logo Dest gneceseccvcccscncccccccccccccscccceseF Sul GadzIkowsk | 


Printingecccccccscccccvccccccccsccccccccccvccescseveces ep IP/Sue BayltIn 


Publi cityeccccccccccvccvvcccccscccccvcsccccccscsvcccccccAl | of the Above 
Legal AdV1SOF cccccccccscccccccvcccceccscccsccevccccccceccather ine F itzStmmons 


Special thanks, once agatn, to Doris Harrison, 
And a very special nod to the wolf pack 


In loving memory of Bridget Britanny Flake, 
Who, like Flicka before her, 
Is --and will always be -- much missed 


© 





THE OSIRIS FILES 
c/o OSIRIS Publ ications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, IIIlinols 60053 


* 138° * 





The timber wolf, or grey wolf, is one of the most misunderstood, most unjustly maligned, most 
feared, and most romanticized of all endangered predators. Large, powerful, and elusive, the "big 
bad wolf" has for untold centuries haunted the dreams, nightmares, legends, and folk tales of human 
society. Western cultures in particular have tended to depict the wolf as crafty, blood-thirsty, 
and even supernaturally evil, although Native Americans admired him; indeed, many tribes held him in 
great reverence. 


In the United States during the nineteenth century, ranchers and farmers joined with the federal 
government in an unprecedented attempt to wipe out the wolf. A bounty was offered, and as many as 
two million animals were ultimately destroyed -- brutally trapped, shot, and poisoned. Once, Liter- 
ally hundreds of thousands of wolves roamed the contiguous United States at any given time. Now, 
only about 1,500 remain in Minnesota's Superior National Forest; scattered small packs live in 
northern Wisconsin, Wyoming, Colorado, and Michigan's Upper Peninsula. The famous Isle Royal wolf 
pack, studied for years by biologists and researchers investigating predator/prey relationships, has 
virtually died out. Today, Alaska is the only state with a sizable wolf population. 


Gradually, we have learned how wrong we were about the wolf. As prey species multiplied unchecked, 
as moose and deer began to wander into more heavily populated areas in search of a dwindling food 
supply, we realized at least a few of our mistakes about the role of predators in general -- and 
about the wolf in particular. 


This "monster" of our childhood is a predator, a hunter, a killer -- but he never kills indiscrimi- 
nately. In fact, the wolf possesses many social characteristics that resemble those of humans. As 
a rule, wolves mate for life, and a wolf pack is no more than an extended family, with all members 
working together and cooperating with one another. The wolf is recognized as perhaps the best 
parent in the animal world, and all pack members care for the pups. 


In reality, wolves have a hard time living up to their reputation as deadly predators. Only approx- 
imately one in twelve hunts results in a kill, and often the quarry -- especially if a large moose 
or bison -- injures or kills ome or more of its attackers. And there has never been a single docu- 
mented case in the United States of a healthy wild wolf attacking a human being. 
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For nearly twenty-five years, the Timber Wolf Preservation Society in the Milwaukee suburb of Green- 
dale, Wisconsin, has dedicated itself to the preservation and study of the wolf, and to the task of 
educating the public about the true nature of this intriguing animal. 


Today, the Society faces extinction, and its twenty-five resident wolves face the possibility of 
undeserved death. Last summer, the owner of the property on which our “wolf farm" is located 
granted us a one-year extension on our lease; now, we must raise $100,000 in order to retain our 
present location. Because wolves are highly territorial, they cannot easily be moved to another 
site; the stress would prove fatal to many, if not to all of them. 


You can help! Become a member of the Society. Adopt one of our magnificent wolves. Buy a pin or a 
book, a t-shirt, a button, or a cap. Every dollar you give brings us that much closer to our goal. 
Fandom alone cannot raise all the money we need -- but fandom can help. 


Our wolves -- gentle and affectionate, fierce and independent, stubborn and proud -- need all the 
help they can get. Learn about the wolf; see how you can make a difference. Write today to the 
Timber Wolf Preservation Society at 6669 South 76th Street, Greendale, WI 53129. 
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THE OSIRIS FILES is a general-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications, covering all the many and 
diverse unlverses of cinema and television. 


In our premiere Issue, you will find an all-new AIRWOLF story, In which Stringfellow Hawke finds 
himself accused of a series of viclous political assassinations. He can't see a way out of the 
trap. ee 


It's Christmas-time, and a little girl sees an "angel," when Ralph Hinckley filles agatn as THE 
GREATEST AMERICAN HERO. 


The scene shifts to the planet Sagittara, and the time to the night of the III-fated Armistice 
with the Cylons. Workers hurry to put flnal touches on a new shuttle for the commander of the 
battlestar GALACTICA, only to find themselves In the middle of an Invaslon... 


Last of the fiction offerings for this Issue Is "Survive the Alllance," our ultimate tribute to 
the multi-media story. The Visttors have Invaded Earth, the ResIstance has called for help -- 
and the Colontals and Cylons have both answered. While on reconalssance, Apollo Is shot down by 
& menacing something that resembles & marine mammal with a propeller beanle, and Starbuck Is 
Kidnapped by..-a talking automoblle? The Firm Is called In to help Investigate the wreckage of 
an allen spacecraft, and the A-Team joins the battle... 


Also Included In THE OSIRIS FILES #1 are eleven beautiful STAR TREK and STAR WARS portraits by 
Hugo-winner joan hanke-woods. First done ten years ago, these portraits have never before been 
publ Ished. They are printed on fine IInen stock, In a format sultable for framing, and can 
easily be removed from the zine. 


So, welcome to THE OSIRIS FILES! To order this new zine, with more than 120 pages to delight 
you, send a check or money order for $ 0, payable to Joy Harrison In_U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications $ 22 ‘ p. oO 


8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, I11Inols 60053 photocopy 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or THE OSIRIS 
FILES. Be sure to Include your correct malling address -- and do not send cash through the mail! 


THE 


OSIRIS&FILES wo. 


Indiana Jones returns to Calro for the first time since his university days, seeking e power ful 
long-lost amulet he doesn't really belleve exists. There's no danger -—- until! he and Short Round 
stumble upon an anclent cult, and a particularly gruesome trap. 








Thomas Magnum has been shot, and Iles near death. In fact, he's already decided he's golng to 
die, and has sald tarewell -- at least In his mind —- to all those he loves. Then he meets Judi, 
and nothing can ever be the same again. 


Long before his fateful meeting with Lela of Alderaan, Han Solo Is asked to rescue another 
princess. But, as he discovers, not all princesses are susceptible to his Irresistible charms. 


Walter Stock Is a sclence fiction wIter, and Walter Stock has a bad — possibly fatal — case of 
“writer's block." Varled and unrelated unlverses come together as he seeks a cure, and an Idea 
for e new story. 


What happened to his kitchen? A.J. Simon Is pretty sure he knows, but he can't quite pin down 
the evidence In "The Great Chocolate Chip Cookle Caper." 


Vincent and his beloved Catherine ere torn apart when a consclentlous police officer decides 
Vincent Is a loose end In an unsolved homicide case. Can elther of them survive, with the police 
Investigating them, and a continent between them? 


The Cylons are polsed to attack Earth, and the Colonials of the battlestar GALACTICA must join 
with the reptilian Visitors and the Earth-based human ResIstance If they are to have any chance 
of defeating thelr anclent foes. Meanwhile, Stringfellow Hawke, MacGyver, and Remington Steele 
Join Michael Knight and the A-Team In an effort to stop the rebel Diana and her fellow rene- 
gadese But after the long mutual distrust, can they all possibly work together —- even If the 
prize ts the survival of the planet they cherish? The conclusion of "Survive the Alllance" 
brings even more of the excitement, drama, and humour followers of thls story have come to 
expect. 


Also Included In THE OSIRIS FILES #2 Is poetry by L-A. Carr, and magnificent art by Keren River, 
Gennle Summers, Tonl Hardeman, Kate Soehnien, joan hanke-woods/Mor!, and others. AI! this -- 170 
sk! lifully written and beautifully tllustrated pages — can be ordered by sending a check or 
money order for $1940, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, 


to: 
OSIRIS Publications $ 2 $ Cc sO 


8928 North Olcott Avenue 


Morton Grove, II1Inols 60053 (photocopy) 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications oc THE OSIRIS 
FILES. Be sure to Include your correct mailing add-ess -- and do not send cash through the mall! 





THE 


SIRIS DF, ILES No. 


Robert McCall recelves a menacing telephone call, and recognizes a hated voice out of his past, a 
voice that threatens what he holds most dear, while Vincent Intervenes In an apparent mugging In 
Central Park, only to ultimately endanger the entire world Below, as THE EQUALIZER joins BEAUTY 
AND THE BEAST In L.A. Carr's unforgettable story, "Saved by a Pawn." 


Old nemesis Colonel Roderick Decker resorts to truth drugs, H.M. Murdock "forgets" how to fly, 
the usually Impeccable Faceman becomes dishevelled, the Aquamanliac Is back on the jazz, B.A. 
Baracus Is hIis customary charming self -- and someone else Is out to trap the A-TEAM In screen- 
writer Joyce Ashcroft's fast-paced adventure for television, "Forget Me Not, Sucker." 


Stringfellow Hawke Is badly wounded, and the KGB Is hunting hIm as he flees with a Russlan 
scientist who possesses the antidote to a new and lethal plague. AIRWOLF files to the rescue -- 
but the disease Is loose, MIGs are on the way, and Hawke Is dying, In master story-teller Linda 
Ruth Pfonner's tense and gripping "Plaque Bullet." 


Sclence fiction writer Walter Stock Is back, thls time with enough Ideas to keep any author busy 
tor a lifetime. But his computer Is quite literally possessed, and hIs latest unwelcome visitors 
-- Including a demon assassin, 8 hologram, a paranold mutant, time travellers, and the police == 
ere a peculiar lot Indeed, In Rodney Ruff's delightful multi-media romp, "Writer's Cramp." 


And still more, drawn from the universes of STAR TREK, INDIANA JONES, SIMON AND SIMON, BLADE 
RUNNER.+- Stories and poetry by Jeannie Webster, Beth Bowles, Mary Robertson... Art by Toni 
Hardeman, Dorinda Frances, Pat Posadas... A magnificent cover and Interlor Illustrations by pro- 
fessional artist Sandra Santara... Breath-takIng portraits (sultable for framing!) by award 
winner joan hanke-woods... 


THE OSIRIS FILES #35 Is the 1989 multi-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications, featuring storles, 
poetry, and art drawn from the many unlverses of U.S. and Internationa! television and motion 
pictures. Its more than 170 skIIIfully written and beautifully Illustrated pages can be ordered 
by sending a check or money order for $18.00, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars caly, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, IIIlInoIls 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to elther OSIRIS Publications or THE 
OSIRIS FILES. Be sure to Include your correct mailing address when ordering from us. Send 4 
self-addressed envelope and two IRC's for overseas pricing. And, please, do not send cash 
through the mall! mee 


BROTHER OF SHADOWS... 
AND SON OF THE LIGHT 


This Is the way of It, how It happened. | am wisdom and foresight, and | sit upon hls shoulder, 
and | KnOWee. 


He saw the subtle flicker that marked the power surge, Initlating the IIghting 
sequence. 


Suddenly, his mind screamed warning at him, but It was already too late. The 
room was full of light, flooded with IIght -- bright, white, agonizing Illumina- 
tion that seemed to burn through his eye Into his brain and down through his 
spinal column Into every fibre of his being. Light, I!aqht that was no longer 
Instrumental to see by, no longer an environmental factor, to be adjusted or 
taken Into account -- but a flery source of agony so profound he could not grasp 
the depths of that huge torment... 


He was trapped, and he was helpless, and he suffered pain he would not even 
comprehend. And then, as quickly as it had come, It was gone again. 


She had turned off the lights. 


OSIRIS Publications takes great pride in presenting the latest -- and last -- BLAKE'S 7 novel by 
talented multiple award winner Susan Matthews, acclaimed by many as the fandom's finest writer. 
Set In the days Immediately following the debacle on Gauda Prime, It begins with a premise long 
popular among BLAKE'S 7 fans -- that there were survivors of that dlsastrous encounter. But 
Susan Matthews never does quite what others do; she tells her own story. 


For one survivor, at least, death would be far preferable to what Servalan has planned. But, 
even knowing the codes for her private yacht, how can he escape, when the very corridors of the 
Federation complex thet Is her base -=- and his eternal, luxurfous prison -- are lethal to him? 
He knows the codes, knows the way out, and the doors are unlocked -- but he knows, too, that he 
cannot leave, cannot venture beyond that first door... 


There Is one way to be free, and only one -- but Is he strong enough to take It? 


An incredible story of courage and determination -- and, yes, of loyalty, too -- BROTHER OF 
SHADOWS..-AND SON OF THE LIGHT Is dIsturbIng, frightening, and highly provocative. This Is not a 
story for the weak; It contains scenes of such graphic violence that even the strongest may 
flinch. But, although shockingly violent at times, it Is never needlessly so; It unhes!tatingly 
explores 8 man's deepest fears, and becomes a triumph of his will, although at terrible cost. 


BROTHER OF SHADOWS...AND SON OF THE LIGHT Is beautifully Illustrated by the superbly talented 
multiple Zen Award winner Suzan Lovett, and features a magnificently detalled colour cover. 


To order this novel, a must for any BLAKE'S 7 fan -- or for anyone else who appreciates truly 
fine writing -- send a check or money order In the amount of s2AX00 U.S. (first class postage 
Included), payable to JOY HARRISON, to: 


w/color, cover _zmsrsraree PHOTOCOPY 0 
$26.70 Morton Grove, II|lInols 60953 $20. 70 
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THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is a British-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. 


In our premiere issue, meet two charming drones and their human master amidst 
the trees of the Last Forest of Earth, and travel with the Doctor and Jamie to 
a planet where an agricultural colony is dying, its settlers unable to pay for 
the basic needs of survival -- while surrounded by incredible mineral wealth. 
Join the Time .©rd and his companion Tegan as they visit Nafnelor for a holi- 
day -- only to find themselves once again involved in a struggle to save a 
world from alien invasion. Explore some of the many intricacies of the DOCTOR 
WHO universe, in an attempt to unravel such mysteries as the Doctor's age, his 
relationship with the Master and Romana, his true ates A j re) 
} 


In our second issue, the Doctor and his companions travel to Central America, 
where they discover the purpose of the mysterious drawings of Nazca. Then the 
Time Lord, this time with companions Ben and Polly, inadvertently journey to 
Nazi Germany, where they meet that nation's malevolent Master. Next, Briga- 
dier Lethbridge-Stewart of UNIT experiences a most peculiar Christmas Eve, as 
strange events unfold before his disbelieving eyes. And finally, the crew of 
the Scorpio (BL“’5'S 7) have landed on Gauda Prime, where they met with dis- 


aster. But who really died there? And who survived? $1 6 30 
©o 


All this, and more, await you on the pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. To order 
either of these first two issues, send a check or money order for S¥.NO, 


payable to JOY HARRISON in U.S. dollars only, to: ( h e 
Ofocopies 
OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS Vi P 


8928 North Olcott Avenue only) 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


Please, do not send checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Remember to specify which issue(s) you want, and be 
Sure to include your correct mailing address. And do not send cash through 
the mail! 





THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is a British-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. 
Our third issue features stories by Marcia Brin (UFO), Kathie Hughes (DOCTOR 
WHO), Barbara Mater (DOCTOR WHO), Linda Pfonner (ROBIN HOOD), and Mary Robert- 
son (BLAKE'S 7); art is by Toni Hardeman, Karen River, and Hugo-winner joan 
hanke-woods. 


Did you ever wonder what made brilliant, likeable Ed Straker the cold, em- 
bittered head of S.H.A.D.0., and leader of the fight against alien invasion? 
And everyone Knows heroes like Roj Blake do all sorts of heroic things -- but 
while they're at it, who does the laundry? Join Vila Restal aboard the Liber- 
ator, and find out what happens when he makes his first attempt at household 
chores. 


A simple (!) explanation of the game of cricket leads the Doctor to underwater 
adventure with Jacques-Yves Cousteau and the crew of Calypso. And the Hooded 
Man is a target once again, but this time, Gisburne Praiin has him helpless 
-- and Herne himself may not be able to save Robin from certain death! 


Finally, THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #3 presents a very special feature. "ROBIN 
HOOD: An Artist's View’ is a set of five portraits by Karen River, easily 
removed from the zine and presented in a format suitable for framing. 


To order, send a check or money order for $1900, payable to JOY HARRISON in 


U.S. dollars only, to: 
$21.30 


OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 


8928 North Olcott Avenue (photocopy) 


Morton Grove, Illinois 600 


All this, and much more, await you on the 18 of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #3. 


Please, do not send checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Be sure to include your correct mailing address. And 
do not send cash through the mail! 





THE SONIC SCREWORIVER Is a British-medla tanzine from OSIRIS PublIcations. Our fourth Issue 
features storles, poetry, and art d-awn from the unlverses of BLAKE'S 7, DOCTOR WHO, and ROBIN OF 
SHERWOOD. 


Representing BLAKE'S 7 are "The Dark Prince" and "Understanding Avon," both written by Mary 
Robertson, In which we see new and interesting views of fandom's favour!te computer technician. 
Also from this universe are "The Politics of Embezzlement" by Jeannie Webster, which takes us 
back to the beginning, and "Until It's Time to Go..." -= also from Mary Robertson -- which takes 
us long years Into the future. 


For the fans of DOCTOR WHO, we offer "The Ring of RuuanI" by VIiccI Cook, which takes Doctor #3 
and his companion Jo Grant to ea strangely euphoric world where no one -- and no thing -- Is quite 
what he seems- In "Doctor Who and the Lacertan Raiders" by Barbara Mater, Doctor #4 and K-9 go 
to the rescue of a band of human slaves, alded by some unlikely friends from a hitch-hIker's 
unT VeErsee.ee 


"The Children of Hecne," written by Kathle Hughes, combInes the world of ROBIN OF SHERWOOD with 
that of DOCTOR WHO, as the Time Lard and Leela meet Robin's outlaw band and join forces with them 
to outwit the Sheriff of Nottingham. "Ordinary Villeln" by Jeanine Hennig gives us new InsIght 
Into RobIn's mind as he agonises over a harsh accusation. And Linda Ruth Pfonner's "Tangled In 
Holly" comes to Its dramatic concluslon In two forms, as we also present "Double Hellx," an 
alternate ending by our story-contest winner L.A. Carr. Rounding out our ROBIN OF SHERWOOD 
offerings are five poems, ending with a powerful "Eulogy for an Enemy." 


Art for THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER's 1988 Issue Is by Ton! Hardeman, Kate Soehnien, Pat Posadas, 
Jeanine HennIg, Gennle Summers, and Hugo-winner joan hanke-woods/Mori. The exquisite cover Is by 
Jean Clissold. 


All this -- more than 150 skIlifully written and beautifully !llustrated pages — can be ordered 
by sending a check or money order for s1BXDo, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, to: 


photocopy OSIRIS Publications © 


8928 North Olcott Avenue 


$26.10 Morton Grove, IIlInols 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or THE SONIC 
SCREWORIVER. Be sure to Include your correct malling address. Send a self-addressed envelope 
and two IRC's for overseas pricing. And do not send cash through the mall! 





THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER Is a British-medla fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. Issue #5 features 
stories, poetry, and art from the universes of BLAKE'S 7, DOCTOR WHO, and ROBIN OF SHERWOOD. 


Representing BLAKE'S 7 Is "Too Costly at Any Price," a new feature story by Kathy Hintze. Vila 
survived a murderous attack by a friend; now, he wants revenge. And his Instrument of vengeance 
ewalts him -- In Dorlan's Cave. Also, “Ask the Right Question" by Jeannie Webster, which helps 
us better understand both a frightened thief and a murderous computer techniclan. 


For fans of DOCTOR WHO, we offer "Brigadier's Beltane" by Yvonne-Lorraline Heln, In which a stiff- 
necked military martinet becomes a man of flesh, and blood, and feelingse In "The Olymplad of 
Death" by Barbera Mater, we travel to the Winter Olympics In Canada with Doctor #3 and Jo Grant, 
where we encounter a storm that defies all logic, and British athletes who cannot lose. "The 
Dance of the Endevi" by Kathie Hughes Introduces us -- and Sarah Jane Smith -- to some of our 
nearest and most fascinating galactic neighbours. And rounding out these offerings Is new DOCTOR 
WHO poetry by the talented Beth Bowles. 


In the unlverse of ROBIN OF SHERWOOD, Marion Is taken by force from her sanctuary at Halstead and 
offered as a prize In a tournament hosted by KIng John; GlIsburne wants her for hIs own, but 
tirst, he must defeat the sinister Black Knight In "All the King's Horses" by L.A. Carr. "The 
Earl's Daughter," written by Glenna Hershberger, brings a new problem to Sherwood, ensnaring 
Robin and his entire outlaw band; all they want Is the girl's dowry, but they get a lot more than 
they bargain for. And In “Adsum..." by Lisa Mudano, the Lady Marion returns to Sherwood for one 
lest glimpse of the man she loves. Plus heart-rending poetry by Jeanine Hennig, and a preview of 
"The August King" by Linda Ruth Pfonner, coming early In 1990. 


Art for THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER's 1989 Issue Is by Pat Cash, Ton! Hardeman, Jenn!I, Gennle Summers, 
end Hugo-winner joan hanke-woods/Delphyne Morl; the magnificent colour cover depicting "The 
Archer" Is by Delphyne Mori. Both the cover and some of the Interlor art have been reproduced In 
B format sultable for framing. 


All this -- nearly 200 skillfully written and beautifully Illustrated pages -- can be ordered by 
sending 8 check or money order for $25.00, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, I|lInols 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or THE SONIC 
SCREWDR | VER. Be sure to Include your correct malling address. Send a self-addressed envelope 
and two IRC's for overseas pricing. And do not send cash through the mall! 
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In the earliest days of sclence fiction fandom, fanzines contained original shart fiction by some 
of the finest of aspiring writers. Then, for a long time, as more and more of those writers 
became professionals, those same fanzInes became filled with commentary and news, and fiction 
began to disappear from thelr pages- 


Along came the media fiction zine, filled with storles derlved from televIston and cInematic 
sources+ Some were good, some were mediocre -- and others were downrlght dreadful. But whatever 
their quality, the true oclginality of the first fanzInes was gone. Many fans looked askance at 
the medie publications, and feared originality was gone from fanzInes for good. 


Not soe For OSIRIS Publications has gone back to the begInnIng, back to the first concept of the 
fanzine. In the finest tradition of fandom's earliest years, we proudly present IMAGINATION, a 
new fanzine for today's discerning science fiction fan -- a fanzine devoted entirely to original 
works of fantasy and sclence fiction. 


IMAGINATION #1, our premiere Issue, Includes "The Tale-SpInner" by B.M. Caspar, a go Ipping story 
of nightmares and destiny; "Gnome de Plume" by LInda Wood, complete with sinister bar and flame- 
lt cavern; "Laurie's Soldier" by aspiring professional Barbara Mater, featuring a visIt to the 
American Clvil War and the Wilderness Campaign; and "Coming Home" by LIsa Mudano, In which a 
notortous rebel leader pays a visit to the world that drove her Into exile. Rounding out the 
zine are poems by Mary Robertson, and the revelation of the truth about a man named George and a 
certain dragon... 


Illustrations for [IMAGINATION #1 ere by Dorinda Francls, Ton! Hardeman, and Kate Soehnien. The 
zine also Includes a beautiful portfolio of original fantasy and sclence fiction art by Hugo- 
winner joan hanke-woods/Morl; these appear In a format sultable for framing. 


All this —- more than 100 skIIlifully written and beautifully !!lustrated pages —- can be ordered 
by sending a check or money order for $15.00, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, IIIInols 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications om IMAGINATION. 
Be sure to Include your correct malling add-ess. Send a self-add-essed envelope and two IRC's 
for overseas pricing.- And do not send cash through the mall! 
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